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The Contract 


Author's Notes: 
To see the correctly FORMATTED version of the contract, please head over to either A03 or Wattpad. 


Dom In 8 


Referral Membership Only 


BDSM Contract 


DERNITIONS 


Submissive - the person that is giving away their power and is absolutely giving into Dominant's will during the BDSM scene. 


Dominant - the person that has all the power over the Submissive and is responsible for all the arrangements during the BDSM scene. 


Boundaries - a set of soft and hard limits for the punishments, bondage, and humiliation that are not allowed during the scene. 


Punishments and Rewards - a set of actions that are taken in case of the Submissive's bad or good behaviour. The Dominant can only 
use the punishments they agreed on upon signing the contract and can decide when the Submissive deserves to be punished and if they 


deserve to be rewarded. 


Safe Word - the world both parties agree on to be used if any party is feeling uncomfortable, wants to slow down, or is approaching 
their limits. 


TERMS 


This agreement outlines the consensual relationship between the two individuals. 


The contract's purpose is protecting the dominant and submissive parties while they both explore the activities they agreed on. 


This agreement is valid only during the pre planned BDSM play scene and does not extend to matters or events outside of those specific 


occasions. 


The initial contract duration is starting from the date of signing or until the contract is terminated by either of the parties. 


The contract can also be terminated at any point by either the Dominant or the Submissive if there are any health or safety issues. 


Play will only be conducted at Dom In 8 (herein called The Club) when submissive is in the Greater Los Angeles area - or - at a 


location on the East Coast yet to be determined, when the Dominant is in the New York City 


When travelling, accommodation will be booked under the pseudonyms - Marc E DeSade (Nikki Sixx - herein called the Dominant) and 
Justin LeTour (Jon Bon Jovi - herein called the submissive)________________ 


SAFE WORDS/SIGNAL 


Both the Submissive and Dominant parties have equal rights to use any of the safe words agreed upon below at any time during the 
play. 


Once any of the agreed safe words are used, the second party must respect the intention behind it and adjust the activities 
accordingly. 


If no safe words are nominated, the Traffic Light System will be implemented. Green - continue as is, Yellow - a pause is needed and 


Red - cease all play/activities at once. 


Safe Words Both Parties Agree On 


Safe word Party #1: Prayer————---------—- 


Safe word Party #2:_————--——— Damned———————-————— 


Safe signal when words cannot be used:_________ Devil's Horns_______ 


BOUNDARIES 


The Dominant and the Submissive will have a set of limitations of activities, punishments, and actions that each party can endure. 


These boundaries will be agreed upon before signing the contract, and both parties have to honour them throughout the duration of 
the contract. 


Submissive's boundaries: 


Soft Limits: 


Temporary marking (bruises/minor cuts) on those parts of the body that can be covered with clothing. 


Permanent marking (scars/tattoos) on torso only. 


Fisting with prior specific permission only. 


Fire Play with prior specific permission only. 


Multiple partners with prior specific permission only. 


Water Sports 


Medical play 


Hard Limits: 


Scat Play. 


Beastiality. 


Public Sex. 


Any form of marking on the face or other visible areas. 


Permanent marking anywhere except on the torso. 


Dominant's boundaries: 


Soft Limits: 


Submissive must be shaved or waxed before the scene. 


Water Sports 


Medical Play 


Multiple partners 


Fire play 


Hard Limits: 


Scat Play. 


Beastiality. 


Each party agrees to obey the limits and under no circumstances to cross the Hard Limits. 


If any party disrespects and pushes the Hard Limits agreed upon above, the scene must cease immediately and the other party has the right 
to end the relationship and terminate the contract permanently. 


DOMINANT'S ROLE 


The Dominant agrees to care for the Submissive's wellbeing, including safety and mental and emotional wellbeing. 


The Dominant agrees to choose whatever activity they find appropriate from the Activity List for the scene. 


The Dominant accepts the responsibility to use their power to mould and shape the submissive. 


The Dominant accepts the responsibility of treating the Submissive properly, carrying out the punishments and rewards accordingly, and 
doing the things with the Submissive that seem fit. 


The Dominant agrees to always regard the Submissive's boundaries and follow the agreements of this contract. 


The Dominant agrees to create a set of rules for the Submissive to obey and will ensure that the Submissive follows them. 


The Dominant agrees to revise the contract at the Submissive's request and to revise and update the rules and boundaries as 


appropriate. 


The Dominant has the right to control the Submissive's pleasure and allow them to climax when it sees fit to them. 


The Dominant shall be addressed by the submissive as __________ Sir / Master_______________ 


SUBMISSIVE'S ROLE 


The Submissive agrees to submit to their Dominant completely within the scene or sexual play-time. 


The Submissive also agrees that upon signing the contract, during the scene, their body belongs to the Dominant, and they can do 
whatever they see fit with it as per this contract's terms. 


The Submissive has a right to use a Safe Word to pause and stop the activity if they feel uncomfortable at any time. 


The Submissive should always follow and obey the Dominant's rules and should expect to be punished if they disobey them as the 


Dominant sees fit. 


The Submissive agrees to be faithful, loyal, and honest with their Dominant at all times. 


The Submissive will respond to any Dominant's sexual needs as they see fit, as long as the chosen activities were agreed upon in this 


contract. 


The Submissive agrees to always regard the Dominant's boundaries and follow the agreements of this contract. 


The Submissive agrees to always act in a manner that is respectful to the Dominant during the BDSM scene. 


The Submissive agrees to revise the contract at the Dominants request and to revise and update the rules and boundaries as 


appropriate. 


The Submissive shall be addressed by the Dominant as ________ Pup / Puppy--------------------—- 


ACTIVITY UST FOR THE SCENE 


Before signing the agreement, both the Dominant and Submissive have agreed to the following activities that are acceptable to perform during 


the arranged scene. 


List Of Activities: 


Restraints 
Humiliation 
Sparking 
Choking 
Flogging 
Paddling 
Whipping 
Sex Toys 
Anal Sex 
Oral Sex 
Frottage 
Kissing 
Knife Play 


Blood Play 


Edging 
Temporary marking acceptable on torso, buttocks and thighs only 


PUNISHMENTS 


The Dominant and the Submissive agree that appropriate punishments are needed for the growth of the submissive. 


The Submissive will be told when they have misbehaved, and before they will receive the punishment. 


The punishments will be delivered promptly, and they will fit the Submissive's disobedience. 


Punishments are not negotiable and are in the sole power of the Dominant, but the submissive always has the right to use Safe Words 
to stop or pause the punishments if there are any concerns. 


The list of possible punishments is agreed upon by both parties upon the signing of the contract: 


The list of agreed punishments is: 


Orgasm denial 


Public Humiliation 


Spanking 


Flogging 


Whipping 


REWARDS AND AFTERCARE 


On the rare occasions that the Dominant feels like the Submissive needs to be rewarded for their good behaviour, they can grant them 


mer cy. 


The rewards will be rare, and the Submissive should not expect the Dominant to grant them gifts for every good behaviour. 


The Dominant has the right to decide on when the reward will be given to the Submissive or which reward is appropriate. 


The Submissive doesn't have the right to ask the Dominant for any reward and can be purished for asking. 


Both parties agree on the rewards before signing the contract. 


At the end of the scene, or at appropriate points during the scene, aftercare will be provided as agreed between the Dom and sub. 


The list of rewards/aftercare both parties agreed on 


Submissive will be allowed to orgasm when all assigned tasks have been completed 


Submissive will be allowed to orgasm if the scene has been completed to Dominant's satisfaction 


Submissive will be allowed to ask the Dominant for ONE special reward at the end of the visitation. 


Dominant will provide all aftercare for the submissive, including but not limited to, providing preferred drinks and snacks, wound care 
and/or obtaining medical treatment if needed, cuddling, verbal praise, massage and/or a warm bath or shower. 


SIGNATURES 


The contract between two consensually agreeing parties is active immediately after signing. 


Submissive's Signature _-__________________________ Dake 2.20. cutee ss 
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Dom In 8 Office 
Sunday Afternoon 


Jon POV 


"This is a contract between Nikki Sixx, also known as Sikki Nixx, herein known as the Dominant," the club manager droned noncommittally, "and 


Jon Bon Jovi, herein known as the submissive." 


It was the same man who had been behind the bar that Jon had seen Nikki talking to last night. 


The man was a massive mountain of leather, piercings and tattoos with the widest, thickest collar that Jon had seen on a human. If Jon had 
encountered the man walking down the street, he would have pegged him for a gang lead or similar, certainly not the owner/manager of Dom 


In 8, the premiere BDSM club in Los Angeles. 


If the man, whose name escaped Jon within moments of being introduced to him, gave a shit about who the musicians in front of him were, 
he didn't show the slightest indication He just continued to read the contract they'd recently completed in his monotone, deep voice. 


Jon's mouth was dry but he couldn't figure out if it was from sheer terror or excitement of what he was about to do. 


"Are there any changes that need to be made?" the manager asked after reaching the end of the contract reading. 


Jon shook his head, mute. He knew he should have paid closer attention to what was being said but his brain refused to focus on anything 
other than the man sitting next to him. The man to whom he was about to hand over control of the perverted little portion of his sex life 
that Richie was unable, or unwilling, to recognise and deal with. 


"| think we've covered everything for now," Nikki said. 


The manager nodded once and handed Jon a pen. The heaviness of the small item in his hand registered in his numb thought process and he 
looked down at it for a long moment. He knew it as an expensive brand of fountain pen. He didn't know why these small details made their 


import so significant as he rolled the pen between his fingers for a moment. 


Jon also knew that Nikki was watching him closely with those clear green eyes. Blowing out a settling breath, Jon scrawled his name where 


indicated and dated the document. 


Jon looked over to Nikki..no, his Dominant, his Sir..he really had to get used to that thinking now..and held the pen out to him. 


"Sir," he said, simply as their fingers brushed together when Nikki took the pen. His new Master quickly signed where required before 
deliberately placing the pen on the desk and reaching out to take Jon's hand in his own. 


"Now, pup, the fun can really begin 


weken 


Friday Night - Van Nuys 


Author's Notes: 
Nikki just wanted to disappear; into his room, into himself, into a needle..into nothingness. 


1190 

Van Nuys 

Late Friday Night 

Chapter One 

Nikki just wanted to disappear; into his room, into himself, into a needle..into nothingness. 

He was bored, and boredom made him sullen and snarky. And certainly not in the mood for company. 


Nikki propped himself against the doorframe between the kitchen and the living room and cast his gaze over the small gathering that was 
happening against his wishes. 


His Terror Twin had organised their usual group of friends to come over to jostle Nikki out of his mood. "One last hurrah before..well, you 
know," Tommy said, trying to convince him of the fun that he was going to have. 


Nikki had stupidly agreed to try to cut his intake of narcotics on this extended break at home. Now he was paying the price of that reckless 


decision and declaration to Tommy, given in a moment of weakness. 


Vince was there, on the promise of hitting the strip clubs afterward with whoever else wanted to join him, giving a busty, nameless blonde, a 
very detailed dental inspection As usual, Mick had declined, as he was wont to do, preferring his own company and that of his current 
girlfriend and, honestly, Nikki couldn't blame him. Robbin was usually good fun to hang with..when they were both getting high together, which 
Robbin had been doing throughout the night, whilst Nikki wasn't. The rest of the group consisted of select road staff and a mix of wives, 
girlfriends and random people that had been deemed fun at the time. 


Then there was the instigator of Nikki's torturous night. Tommy, whilst Heather sat in his lap, was keeping an eagle eye on him..and it was 
making him nervous and jittery. 


Tommy had wanted Nikki to invite the girl he'd starting seeing, Brandi, to keep Heather company, but Nikki had put his foot down. Brandi 
seemed nice and he didn't want to sully that relationship just yet. 


Nikki was itching, Literally and figuratively. 
Itching for a hit, his scrappy nails clawing at his skin absently, and also for something exciting to do. 


If he had something to occupy him, like having his sub at his feet instead of sitting on his sofa with his blonde, goody-two-shoes wife in his 
lap, then he wouldn't be focusing on cooking down some white crystallised powder into that sweet amber liquid. 


"Hey, Sixx," Tommy called out over the music being pumped through the speakers. "Come and join us. Have a drink and stop looking like a 
fuckin’ hang-dog. There's plenty to drink, plenty of coke..plenty of women," he chuckled, receiving a dig to the ribs from Heather for the 


comment. 


"Watch it," she admonished Tommy with a quick grin Heather then turned to Nikki and, beckoning him, said, "Tommy's right, come sit down, 
Nikki." 


Nikki's eyes slid over the bright, bubbly, annoyingly perfect blond that occupied his boy's lap. He clenched his jaw in frustration as he 
contemplated moving further into the living room. The sound of the buzzer on the door drew his attention, as well as Tommy's. Nikki frowned 
at his drummer and asked, "Who else are you expecting?" 

"No one else, man," Tommy replied "Want me to get rid of em?" 

Nikki shook his head in the negative. "I'll do it," he said, pushing away from the door jamb and ambled to the front door. 

Twisting the knob, Nikki threw the door open and huffed in surprise when he saw who his visitor was. 

"Jon?!" Nikki exclaimed. "The fuck you doin’ here, man?" 


The blonde looked nervous, his eyes darting behind Nikki. "I'm sorry. | didn't know you had company. I'll come back another time." 


"Don't be a fuckin’ ass," Nikki said, curling his fist into Jon's shirt and dragging him inside. "Come join the party," he said, draping his arm over 
the blonde's shoulders. 


He had no idea why Jon Bon Jovi, of all people, would show up on his doorstep in the middle of a Friday night. If nothing else, having him here 
would be like shooting sitting ducks for sport, an easy and vulnerable target. 


"Hey, everyone," Nikki declared, giving Jon a little shove into the living room. "Look who's decided to join us." 


"No, l-l want to speak with you-," Jon started as Nikki gave him no choice about the inclusion, “alone.” The last word came out loud in the 


brief moment of silence at the newcomer's entrance. 


Nikki's gaze took in the room, judging the mood, and finding nothing other than friendly interest in all, apart from Heather, who seemed to take 


particularly keen interest in the new arrival. 
Interesting, Nikki thought to himself. 
"Its.it's business..kinda," Jon stuttered. He looked wild-eyed and a little intimidated as he looked around the room. 


"Pleasure first!" Vince yelled from between the breasts of the woman on his lap. "Sixx, get the boy a drink" Vince waved his hand in the 
general direction of the table full of bottled, multi-hued alcohol interspersed with dusty patches and lines of white powder, cigarette packs, 
lighters and weed. 


"Welcome, dude!" Tommy held the half-full bottle of Jack Daniels aloft and Nikki swiped it from his hand and passed it to the blonde singer 
beside him. 


"Um.thanks," Jon replied and Nikki smirked when he could see that Jon battled not to wipe at the neck of the bottle before taking it to his lips. 
Taking a small sip, Jon grunted when Nikki tipped the bottom of the bottle up, forcing him to take a couple of hefty gulps, leaving the New 
Jersey rocker coughing and spluttering and the onlookers either wincing in sympathy or snickering at the newcomer's plight. 


"Now, it's a party!" Nikki declared, taking the bottle back, drinking from it, smacking his lips with glee. Clapping Jon on the back, Nikki pushed 
him further into the gathering and onto the couch before Nikki sat beside him on the arm. 


Nikki suddenly felt energised He had a new plaything for the night and he felt his juices stirring. 
Jon Bon Jovi had fascinated him from the first time they met. Blonde, with a little help from the frosted tips, he was way too good looking 


for a man and if his chest wasn't so enticing with all the fur, then he could quite easily pass for a female beneath him in the dark. Given his 


own preference for bare skin, Nikki wondered if Jon had ever shaved or waxed all that hair away. 


Letting his gaze wander over the younger man, Nikki watched Jon joining more easily in the conversation now that Mr Jack Daniels had been 
engaged in the loosening of inhibitions. He also caught Heather checking Jon out. Nikki cocked an eyebrow at his drummer's wife and watched 
her blush prettily and avert her eyes as a flash of a very interesting foursome brushed at Nikki's mind. 

Jon had been accepted into the fold easily and as the right wore on alcohol levels, cocaine and other pharmaceutical supplies diminished rapidly. 
When the supplies were nearly exhausted, many of the guests began to leave and if anyone dared to suggest calling their dealer, Tommy 
dispatched them out into the night, using the argument that the whole idea of the night was to use up Nikki's supplies, before slamming the 
door in their faces. 

Jon had forgotten that Nikki was sitting beside him multiple times and had, on occasion, rested his arm on Nikki's thigh or his head against his 
torso. Each time it had happened, Jon had apologised, each one getting fuzzier and fuzzier, and had reminded Nikki that he was just there for 
business. 

And with every reminder, Nikki coaxed the bottle upon him in return until he felt the smaller man sag against his thigh. 

"Hey Sixx," Vinnie hissed, "I think Jonny-boy's out of it” 

Nikki looked down at Jon's lax face, slipping his fingers into his hair on the pretext of tilting his head. 


"Lightweight," he scoffed lightly. There was no heat in his word unlike the heat in his veins as he scratched his nails lightly against Jon's scalp, 
fingers hidden from view in the thick locks. 


"lm bored, Vinnie," his singer's date complained, her voice shrill enough to distract Nikki from his errant thoughts. "Let's all go down to the 
strip and hit the clubs." 


"Whatever you want, beautiful," Vince replied. "Who's comin?" 

There was a general accession to the idea and plans were made in regards to how to transport any one who was going down to Sunset Strip. 
"And | guess I'm gonna stay here and see what business this fucker wanted to do when he wakes up," Nikki said as he shifted onto the couch 
properly, missing the warmth of Jon against him already. But he needed to put a little distance between them for the moment, otherwise his 
interest in the boy would be clearly evident soon 


"You want me to stay, Sixx?" Tommy asked with a hopeful tone. 


Nikki considered his reply carefully. If Tommy, and therefore Heather stayed, then there was the possibility of that foursome, but if Nikki had 


Jon all alone..well, then, the options were endless. 

"| think you'd best consult your wife over that question, T-Bone," Nikki said finally. 

"Baby?" Tommy asked his wife who had moved to the floor between his legs. 

Heather tilted her head back and said, "Do you mind if we go home? I'm tired, honey, and I've got early calls all this week" 
"Okay, then," Tommy replied "Vinnie can order a car for you and I'll be home later." 

"No," Nikki interjected. "Your Queen has spoken, my pet" 

"But-," his drummer started to protest. 


"Your wife wants to go home," Nikki snarled, standing suddenly and taking a couple of steps to stand in front of the couple. 


He stood astride the blonde on the floor and leaned forward, bracing himself on his twin's knees, to look Tommy in the eyes. Heather's hitched 
breath didn't go unnoticed by him as his crotch was suddenly at eye level. "Do as you're told, pet, or," he dropped his voice so that the 
remaining guests couldn't hear, "suffer the consequences at a later date." 


"Cars are here," someone yelled from the front door. 


Nikki continued to hold Tommy's gaze as the departing guests either yelled their goodbyes or tried to get his attention, all of which he 
ignored. He didn't give a shit if they thought he was being rude, he was Nikki-fucking-Sixx..rudeness was expected of him. 


Suddenly, there was an eerie silence in his house even though the music still played and Jon was snoring softly behind him. 


Nikki felt Heather's fingers trail up the inside of his leg, but ignoring her, he gave Tommy his marching orders again. "Go. Home. Boy," he said, 
putting more authority into his voice now that they were alone. 


"Yes, Sir," Tommy replied, contritely. "But can't | at least watch you take Jon fuckin’ Bon Jovi down a peg or two?!" he pleaded. 


"Don't whine, boy," Nikki snarled, standing suddenly and slapping Tommy's face with enough force to startle him but not to damage him, “or I'll 
give you something to whine about" 


Heather's breathy little moan of approval from where she knelt at his feet brought a new idea to mind. 


"Better yet..your Queen can dish out that punishment when you get home." Nikki held out his hand to Heather, who took it and rose gracefully 
from the floor. She wound herself around him and threaded her fingers through his hair, taunting her husband whose eyes flicked between 
Nikki and his wife. 


"| look forward to being your proxy, Sir," she purred, slipping her small, warm hand beneath his shirt to play with his nipple piercing. "I can 
remind him not to be a snivelling little bitch in your presence." 


Nikki turned his attention to the pretty blonde and smiled down at her. She'd taken to the Terror Twins' predilections with great ease and 
acceptance, and the three of them had a strange little dynamic that worked well..even if she was annoying sometimes. Nikki was sure to 
stamp out any gossip from outsiders quickly, with Tommy and Heather under strict orders to defer to Nikki to deal with the questioning, and 
passing off their titles to each other as pet names only. 


"tm sure you will, my sweet," Nikki purred and bent to take her mouth in a deep, bruising kiss. Nikki could feel the wave of frustration rolling 
off Tommy but, behaving like the well trained submissive he usually was, he stayed silent and still. Remarkable since his wife was wantonly 
grinding herself against Nikki's growth. 


When he felt Heather start to go lax in his grasp, Nikki broke the kiss and smirked as the blue eyes opened, unfocused and blinking. He held 


her upright for a moment until she steadied. 


"Call for a car," Nikki ordered Tommy with a throw of his chin toward the phone, before turning back to Heather. "Take him home and do with 
him what you will," Nikki said. 


"With pleasure, Sir," the blonde purred 


Nikki released her as Tommy stalked to the home phone. He watched Tommy tap out a frenzied, frustrated beat with his foot as he dialled 


the number for their usual car service company and quietly placed his request. 


Within twenty minutes, most of which was spent in a strained silence, the black sedan pulled into his drive and Nikki bundled the couple out 
the door, eager to be alone now with the sleeping man on his couch. 


"Nikki," Tommy implored him earnestly in one last ditch attempt to sway him. "Please..be careful. Let me stay so | can at least have your 
back if anything goes wrong." 


Nikki glanced over his shoulder to the living room. "You think that fuckin’ pip-squeak can get the better of me, baby?" Nikki said. 

"No, but-," Tommy started to say but was cut off with a hard kiss. 

"Go home, Tom," Nikki said, his fingers tangled in Tommy's long locks. "Get that ass nicely whooped for me and | promise I'll be careful." 
"| hope you know what you're doing, Sixx," Tommy grumbled once more. 


"Trust me, baby," he said, tugging on the dark hair once more before turning Tommy toward the car and closing the door forcefully behind 
him. 


Nikki strolled back into the living room and stood over his nemesis , as some would like to have it played out. Dropping to his haunches beside 
the sleeping man, Nikki studied Jon for a moment. 


The man was disgustingly beautiful. 


Nikki swept a tendril of hair away from the closed eyes with the lashes that curled upward against the delicate but distinctly bruised-looking 
skin beneath his eyes. Straight but wide nose drew his eyes down to Jon's mouth that had softened and fallen open in sleep. 


With curiosity getting the better of him, Nikki touched the full bottom lip with his finger, feeling the flesh give beneath the slight pressure. 
Jon stirred; his tongue poked out, trying to chase away the annoyance. Nikki smiled and did it again 


Jon grunted, frowning in his sleep and brought his hand up this time, to swipe at his face. "Stop, baby," Jon mumbled. "Go back to sleep, Rich." 
"Huh," Nikki said softly. "Well, well, well.lil Jonny and his guitarist, huh?" Nikki considered how much Jon had drunk in the past few hours, the 
probable jet lag of the cross country flight, along with the short nap and figured that if he woke Jon now, he'd still have a few good hours of 


drinking in him yet. "Jon," he said loudly, giving the blonde a shake. "Wake up, baby," he said. 


Jon's face scrunched into another frown before one blue eye opened. It was slightly unfocused, glassy, as it attempted to pull Nikki into 
clarity. "Where am |?" he muttered. 


"My place," Nikki said, brushing the blonde's hair. "Everyone's gone, baby. It's just you and me." 
Jon inhaled sharply when he tried to sit up. "Fuck" he swore softly, flopping back down in a supine position 
Nikki chuckled "You hit the booze hard," he commented. "Not to mention a couple of lines of blow." 


"| did?!" he asked in genuine surprise, attempting to sit up again, this time successfully. Jon dropped his head between his shoulders, the 
shaggy hair hiding his face from Nikki's view. 


Nikki shifted to sit on the floor in front of the couch and reached back to snag the closest bottle. He brought it to his mouth and tipped it 
up. The burn of the alcohol was negligible now but he did feel the heat pool between his legs as he waited for Jon to find some equilibrium. 


"Here," he said, holding out the bottle. "Hair of the dog will help things equal out" 


Those damnable blue eyes peeked out from beneath the shock of hair. "Where'd everyone go?" Jon asked, reaching for the bottle but holding 
it cautiously, as though trying to convince himself to drink from it. 


"Down to the Strip," Nikki said. "You were asleep," he added simply. 
"Fuckin jet lag," Jon muttered. "S kickin’ my butt" 


"Take a drink, baby," Nikki said, turning toward the coffee table to survey the contents. All his blow might be gone but he still had a few 


other options secreted away from prying eyes..even Tommy's. "It'll make you feel better" 


Jon grunted and Nikki tapped the bottle with his finger, this time successful in getting Jon to take a drink 
"That's it," Nikki purred, forcing the bottle up so that Jon had to take several hefty gulps. 


Jon wrenched his head away with a gasp, coughing and spluttering as the bourbon travelled down his oesophagus. "Jesus Christ," he wheezed. 
"You're either trying to kill me," Jon said next, "or seduce me." 


Nikki didn't answer straight off but reached for the bottle and took a similar amount of the dark liquid without the histrionics of the younger 
man. Oh, he felt the burn of it sliding downward but it was a welcome heat, once that fed the molten pit deep in his belly. Nikki blatantly 
looked Jon over before slowly raising his eyes to meet the blonde's. 

"And what if | am?" he asked. "Which would you prefer, baby? Kill or seduce?" 


"I have a feeling I'll end up dead either way," Jon countered. 


Nikki chuckled wryly. "Then let me ask you this," he said, leaning close, aiming for his ear hidden beneath the hair. "Would you like me to 
seduce you, Jonny?" he asked, darkly, before pulling back to watch his reaction. 


Jon's eyes widened briefly and flickered his way, that perfect mouth dropped open in surprise. His breathing had shallowed out and his hands, 
that had fallen to his lap, flexed. Nikki's eyes tracked down to the pulse point at the base of Jon's throat, and a smirk pulled at the corner of 
his mouth. It was bouncing in a staccato beat. He was ripe for the taking. 

"All you have to do is say yes, baby,” Nikki said, reaching for Jon's hand. 

He brought it to his mouth and kissed the palm first then ran his tongue along the underside of Jon's index finger and drew the tip between 
his lips. Holding eye contact, Nikki flicked his tongue against the calloused tip before sucking it in further, fellating it, consuming it as an 
appetiser to what he hoped would lead to the main course. 


"I-um..," Jon stuttered. "Came here f-for business." 


Nikki released Jon's finger with a moist pop and kissed his palm again, moving to the pulse point in his wrist. Pressing his lips over the delicate 
structure of bones, ligaments and blood vessels, it was the latter that he felt the keenest beneath his mouth. 


"This is all the business you need to worry for the moment, baby," Nikki mumbled against the soft warm skin of Jon's forearm as he made 


his way up to the crook of Jon's elbow. 
"Mmm, ‘kay," Jon hummed and pushed the heel of his free hand against his crotch, a move that did not go unnoticed by Nikki. 
Nikki moved Jon's arm across the back of the couch to give him greater access, forcing the blonde singer to shift to face him. 


"Say yes, Jonny," Nikki said, placing his hand on the younger man's leg. He swirled his fingers against the soft denim as he waited for 
permission to be granted. 


Jon's throat bobbed with a heavy swallow, his tongue darted out to wet his lips until he finally nodded to Nikki. 


Nikki smiled. "I won't bite, baby..unless, of course, you want me to," he said, cupping Jon's jaw in both his hands. Leaning forward, Nikki took his 
first taste of Jon's mouth. 


Tommy's flavour was dark and rich, and tasting of bourbon and cigarettes, it promised sex and sin Jon was on another scale entirely, He was 
as sweet as honey and something undefined that made Nikki desperate to seek out more. 


Nikki hummed a little and pressed his lips persistently against the younger man's until they parted beneath his. Jon's tongue ventured forth, 
tracing Nikki's lips and subsequently, his teeth, in search of its mate. 


With a shaky inhale, Nikki shifted, breaking the kiss temporarily as he straddled the sweet-tasting man, settling himself on Jon's lap before 
taking his mouth once more. He threaded his fingers through the frosted strands of hair, tugging painfully at them as Jon's hands settled on 
his thighs, skimming tentatively up to his ass and back again as though he was scared about what he had found. 


Nikki broke the kiss, leaving Jon gasping, so that he could move his mouth down to that slight cleft in his chin, nibbling at the jawline, feeling 
the pinpricks of stubble against his lips and Jon's heavy breathing close to his ear. 


Jon's hands had resumed their journey over his legs and ass, pausing now and again to rub up and down his hip bones, delving lower and lower 
into the creases, teasing his cock and balls with the lightest of touches. Nikki growled in frustration, fumbling for and finally securing Jon's 
wrists, forcing them against the back of the couch. 


"Touch or don't touch, little pup," he purred, "but don't tease..otherwise you'll pay the price." 
"Yes, Sir," he replied, lowering his lust and bourbon-soaked eyes. 


Jon's reaction took Nikki by surprise with his easy, unbidden submission to him. Did he even know that he'd done it, Nikki wondered. Regardless 
if it was deliberate or not, Nikki felt his desire for the young singer beneath him multiply exponentially. He wanted to explore Jon's submission 
more but he was tired of making out on the couch like a horny teenager. He knew they were both too drunk to carry out any type of scene 
but a few simple commands should give Nikki some idea of what the younger man was capable of. 


"Stay, little pup," Nikki said, giving Jon's wrists a squeeze and was answered with a nod. 


Nikki lifted himself off Jon's lap and stalked quickly to the front door first, then the back, locking them securely before setting the perimeter 


alarm. He extinguished the lights as he made his way back to the living room. Nikki was pleasantly surprised to see Jon still sitting exactly as 
he left him. 


Nikki stood in front of the couch, looking down at Jon who was yet to raise his eyes. His cock was hard, squashed beneath the denim. Nowhere 
near his Tommy's size but no doubt he would still have some fun with it. Nikki grabbed at one of Jon's wrists and hauled him upright and 
wrapped one arm around his waist, pressing Jon tight up against him. 


"Such a well behaved little pup," he purred, and be damned if he didn't feel Jon's dick throb and shift with the praise. Oh, yes, this is going to 

be very interesting, he thought to himself. "Little pups that please me get rewarded," he continued, pecking the corner of Jon's mouth. "Would 
you like that? Would you like a reward, little pup?" He deliberately continued to use the endearment to instill it into the pliable mind with the 
help of the alcohol. 


"Mmm..yes, please." Jon's breathy answer floated past his ear as he bent to nip and suck down the length of his neck, guiding him toward 
and into the bedroom. 


Nikki continued his assault on Jon's neck, wrenching open the buttons of the shirt the smaller man was wearing and pushing it down over his 
shoulders, even as the blonde was in the process of trying to remove Nikki's shirt. 


"l-I can't..get thish off," Jon muttered, slurring his words once more, tugging futilely at the offending t-shirt, not comprehending that his 
arms were restricted by his own shirt. 


Nikki released his hold on Jon, who swayed violently for a moment but found that his shirt could slide easily off his hands now. He let out a 
jubilant cry, wadded his shirt up and tossed it over his head. Nikki saw it fly through the dim light cast into his bedroom from the living 


room. 


Watching Jon, Nikki started to think that the singer didn't hold his liquor as well as he thought he should. Nikki removed his own shirt, letting 
it fall to the floor as Jon groaned. 


"What's wrong, pup?" Nikki asked. 


The blonde belched softly and groaned again. "Thin..thin l'm gonna." Jon said, his head swivelling around, looking for something. 


"Fuckin hell," Nikki swore, grabbing the younger man by the wrist and yanking him into his bathroom. Jon hissed when Nikki turned on the light 
and when Nikki saw how green Jon was looking, he forced him down to his knees in front of the toilet bowl. 


Within moments Jon was retching into the porcelain. Nikki gathered up Jon's hair, holding it out of the way as at least a bottle's worth of 


alcohol made its reappearance along with whatever else was in there. 


"That's it, pup," Nikki crooned. "Get it all out. Baby boys shouldn't try to go drink for drink with the Crue." Jon managed to send a blue-eyed 
baleful look to him before another retch contorted his body. 


"Not," retch "just the." Another bout of vile liquid took the rest of his words away with it into the porcelain bowl. 
The vomiting stopped eventually and Nikki helped the weakened Jon to stand, and even offered him some mouthwash. "Gotta keep that smile 
looking pretty, pup," he said as Jon swished the minty liquid around and spitting it into the bowl as well as a good draw-back of phlegm to 


clear his sinuses before Nikki flushed it all away. 


Jon leaned heavily over the basin, head dropped low between his shoulders, still wobbling on shaky legs as though he was going to topple over 
at any moment. 


Nikki sighed, understanding that all possibilities of returning to their previous adventures were gone. "C'mon, pup," he said, resigned to playing 
caretaker for the night. "You need to sleep this off and you're in no condition to go out in public like that. You can sleep here." 


Bleary, half-closed blue eyes looked at him in the mirror. "Jus' put me inna cab," Jon slurred, shaking his head. "Salright:" 

Nikki chuckled. "Sure, | could put you in a cab," he said, "and have you turn up dead somewhere in the morning. That's not happening 

to my pup on my watch. You're sleeping here." Nikki placed his hand in the small of Jon's back and guided him out of the bathroom, turning 
the harsh bathroom light off as they exited. 


He pushed Jon toward his bed but stopped the blonde from face-planting onto the mattress for a moment. He reached for the fastenings on 
Jon's jeans, popping the top button and releasing the zipper down carefully, avoiding the now flaccid cock that was as pitiful as its owner. 


"That's better," he said, giving the limp appendage a pat. "You can rest for now, little one." 
"Your talking to my dick," Jon giggled then hiccupped loudly, making him giggle again. 


"I might understand what I'm saying to it," Nikki smirked. "Into bed, pup." He gave Jon a little push and watched the singer flop 
unceremoniously onto the mattress. 


Jon grunted and settled himself comfortably as Nikki slid Jon's boots off, dropping them to the floor with a muffled thud. Toeing off his own 
shoes, Nikki then let his pants drop, pooling around his ankles. He shuffled out of them, his socks following soon after, like cherries on a 


sundae. 


He walked back into the living room to extinguish the last of the lights, ignoring the mess. "I'll deal with that tomorrow too," he said to himself 


as he entered the bedroom once more. 


Climbing into bed, Nikki turned on his side to watch Jon. He brushed a lock of blonde hair off his face, as he had done before, only to have a 
blue eye pop open to look at him myopically. 


"Oh," Jon said and pouted. "| thought you were Rishie. | mish him. | love him!" 
Nikki didn't know whether it was just the alcohol talking or whether Jon meant to make the declaration to him on purpose. 


"Shouldna had that ‘lude earlier," Jon muttered into the crook of his elbow. "Shleepy now..wazh horny, not now." 


Nikki huffed. That likely explained Jon's sudden decline in coherency, especially if he wasn't a regular user. "Do you take quaaludes often, pup?" 
he asked, already anticipating the probable answer. 


"Nope," Jon replied and yawned. Nikki wrinkled his nose at the minty breath with the undertone of vomit that wafted over his face. "Wash 


nerv- hic- nervoush." 

"About coming here?" 

"Yesh. Didna know if you'd shmash my face." 

"Why would | wanna do that, pup?" 

"Moshcow." Jon was reduced to mumbled one word answers now. His pretty mouth went lax and a soft snore escaped from him. 

Nikki watched Jon sleep for a long while until he felt his own eyelids drooping. He wrapped his arm around Jon's waist, rousing him enough so 
that he turned on his side before Nikki dragged him up close, burying his nose into the dark blonde curls. His fingers threaded into the 


unfamiliar chest hair and his cock nestled between plump ass cheeks as sleep finally took hold of him. 


we 


Late Next Day 


Late Next Day 
Van Nuys 
Jon POV 


Something pushed at Jon's consciousness, thinning the veil between sleep and the threatening wakefulness. He drifted in and out of 


consciousness, trying to recapture the dream that he'd been having earlier. 


Foggy memories of long, silken dark hair and a very talented mouth swept the last of the veil to one side in a rush, only to have the monster 


of all hangovers make its unwelcome entrance like a cartoon character inside his head. 


Mentally poking around in the pain for a face to go with the rest of his dream, he came up with nothing. The dream had seemed so real that 
Jon thought he could feel the remnants of itchy, dried cum in his pubes. He forced his hand down to check the mattress below him in case 
he'd either drunkenly pissed himself in his sleep or had a wet dream, as though he was once again a chubby-faced teenager just discovering 


the benefits of puberty. 


His hand came up dry but he was somewhat surprised to find his jeans undone and almost down around his thighs, his cock laying limply 
within the V of the zipper. 


He frowned, the lines deep between his eyes. He searched his still nebulous memory for an explanation as he placed a hand over his exposed 
member, waiting for the familiar twitch of its usual morning greeting. Nothing. Even his dick was hungover, it seemed, though there was that 
undefined feeling in his balls after being emptied of their contents. Jon grunted as the ghost of a conversation floated through his throbbing 
brain. 

"Thats better," the dream figure said, giving the limp appendage a pat. "You can rest for now, little one." 


"Your talking to my dick," he replied. 


Oh god, he thought, remembering how he'd giggled like a teenage girl at that comment. For the moment, though, he needed to piss more than 
he needed to figure out what kind of embarrassment he'd put himself through or even where the hell he was. 


Breathing slowly through his nose, Jon made the effort to sit up, then stand, slowly turning his head to locate the bathroom. Luckily it was 
only a few steps away and he gingerly shuffled his way toward the door. 


By now, his bladder was full and becoming painful and he was thankful that his jeans were already undone as he stood over the bowl and 
released the stream of hot piss into the toilet, the stench of the darker, morning urine reaching his nostrils as it hit the water. 


Looking over at the basin, he saw a bottle of mouthwash lying open with a familiar glass set beside it, bringing forth a vague recollection of 
using it after vomiting last night. He screwed up his nose at the memory as he finished up, shaking off the final droplets from his dick. 


He spent a few moments debating whether or not to flush, eventually deciding to do so after closing the lid first to muffle the noise 


somewhat. 


Leaving the relative cool of the bathroom, Jon groaned and made his way gingerly back into the bedroom, before collapsing gracelessly on the 
edge of the bed, his throbbing head in his hands. 


"Mornin’, baby," came a croaky voice behind him. 


Jon turned sharply, making his head throb even harder, only to be met with a sleepy, smiling Nikki, his pale green eyes barely opened. Not 
morning; it was probably two in the afternoon judging by the sky, Jon thought absently. 


"Stop thinking so loudly," Nikki mumbled and curled his arm around Jon's waist, pulling him back into the bed. "You needed a bed. This was the 
only one available. You lost your shirt somehow. Don't know how, don't know where." 


"Ugh, my head," Job groaned, allowing his head to drop back onto the pillow. The unholy mix of dark liquor, a quaalude and a few lines of blow 


were making a re-emergence. 
This is why you don't do drugs, you fuckin’ dumbass, his equally hungover consciousness reminded him. 
"Then roll over and go back to sleep," Nikki murmured, kissing his shoulder and tightening his arm around Jon's middle. 


The warm body behind him and the strong arm at his waist actually comforted Jon back into sleep for at least a few more hours. 


Nikki POV 
Late afternoon 


"C'mon fucker!" Nikki said as he shook Jon awake. The dude slept like the dead. The whole situation was something of a novelty to Nikki. He was 
used to being the last to surface from sleep with the already-very-awake Tommy pestering him just as he was doing to Jon 


"Get up. Get dressed. We're going out." Nikki climbed to his feet on the bed and started jumping, reminiscent of a toddler..or his drummer. 
"Go ‘way," Jon mumbled sleepily. The blonde ignored the bouncing, grabbing the pillow and burying his head. 

"C'mon, dude," Nikki implored again, "get up so we can go out!" 

Nikki had awoken with a plan. 

He'd seen how unconsciously Jon had become pliable to his Dominant and he wanted to explore that a little more. He was now certain that the 
singer had innate submissive tendencies, which surprised Nikki. From what he knew of Jon Bon Jovi, the guy had his band and, even moreso, 
his staff quaking in their boots when it came to the music business. 

All except Richie Sambora, it seemed. 

Nikki had put his plan into action, calling ahead to put Jon's name down on the guest list for his favourite club beyond the music scene. 

Dom In 8 was LA's premiere BDSM club. It was by invitation and referral only, and Nikki had been a member for a couple years now. He and 
Tommy were frequent visitors, so Nikki bringing a guest other than his usual partner, would, no doubt, cause something of a stir among the 
other patrons. 


Nikki wanted to see what reaction this naive pup would give him once he realised what was going on. 


It was now almost 6 pm and somehow, they'd slept the day away, only rising to use the bathroom or for water. Yes, Nikki had availed himself 


of the deliciousness of the blonde's dreamtime erection whilst he was still drunkenly passed out. 
But he'd been hungry and not just for food. 


Sure, some would consider it non-consensual but he was Nikki-fuckin’-Sixx. The sleaze factor was expected from him and he looked upon it 
more as doing Jonny-boy a favour by draining his balls to send him into a deeper sleep. He also saved his last pair of sheets from a pool of 
pre-dawn unconscious jizz. It was bad enough that Slash had pissed the bed in the spare room last time he'd crashed out after a night on the 


booze and narcotics in Nikki's living room. 


He really needed to buy a new mattress and some more linens. 

The pitiful groan from Jon beneath the pillow made Nikki redouble his efforts to get the singer out of bed He leapt over the prone form and 
onto the floor beside him. Nikki ripped the bedding away exposing the almost naked man, whose jeans slipped further down the ripe ass as he 
curled in on himself. Nikki, suddenly salivating at the sight, had the urge to spank it..hard. 

Worming his arm around Jon's middle, staying a reasonable distance away from what the loose jeans had revealed for his own sake, Nikki 
hauled Jon out of bed with a surprised yelp, legs flailing in the air. Setting him on his feet, Nikki grabbed one of Jon's wrists and twisted his 
arm up behind his back, strong-arming him into the bathroom. He kept hold of the struggling singer while he set the shower running. 


"Let go of me, asshole," Jon snarled, twisting in all directions to no avail. "Fuck! You're gonna wrench my arm out of the socket." 


"Then quit squirming, fuckhead," Nikki snapped back With one smooth move, Nikki pushed Jon into the shower stall and closed the door, putting 


all his weight against it to prevent Jon from escaping. 

"Pretty yourself up, Jon-boy," Nikki chuckled at the wet dog look Jon was giving him, "lim taking you out on the town tonight, baby." 

"Man, in case you didn't notice," Jon stood indicating to his jeans as he peeled the wet denim down his legs, letting them lie at his feet in the 
water, "you just shoved me into the shower in my only clothes. And | don't even know where my shirt is!" The last coming out in a child-like 
whine. 

"Fuck that! You can borrow some of my pants," Nikki scoffed, waiving away Jon's unspoken arguments. 


"Yeah, but-," Jon started to argue. 


"Don't worry, they're fucking clean!" Nikki couldn't help the eyeroll that he gave Jon. "Might be a little long in the legs, but no one at the club 
will be looking at your legs." Nikki gave Jon a pointed look from top to toe and finished with a smirk. 


Jon looked down at himself, realised he was naked, and shrugged, making Nikki laugh. 
"Go on, clean up, pup," he said. "I'll dig out some pants for you." 
"Look for my shirt too, huh?" Jon yelled to him as he walked out of the bathroom. "Dot will start asking questions if | lose too many clothes." 


"Chicks equal trouble," he muttered to himself, thinking of Jon's drunken declaration toward his guitarist last night, as he scrabbled through a 
pile of laundry that had been delivered from the drycleaners. 


Finding a pair of black leathers that he loved to wear himself because of the softness of the animal hide against his skin, Nikki shook them 
out and laid them on the bed before he started the search for Jon's shirt. He vaguely remembered tossing it over his shoulder but hadn't 
cared enough to pay any attention to where it landed. 


If it were up to him, he'd dress the blonde singer all in his clothes. His own stamp of ownership, so to speak, for where they were going 


tonight. 


He looked around various spots on the floor and behind furniture but it wasn't until he turned on the overhead light to give him a clearer 
view behind a large chest of drawers that he discovered the blue shirt. It had somehow ended up in his hanging light fixture, a large, art deco 
style bowl. The shadow caused by the shirt casting an eerie shadow over a portion of the room. 


"The fuck?!" Nikki muttered, wondering how he was going to retrieve the shirt. "How good is your balance, pup?" he yelled in the general 
direction of the bathroom, where the sound of running water had recently ceased, 


Jon emerged with just a towel wrapped around his slim hips. "Why?" he asked, finger combing his wet hair. "And what's with the pup thing?" 
he added, almost as an afterthought. 


Nikki pointed up to the light. 

Jon's eyes followed to where Nikki was pointing. "How the fuck did it end up there?!" he asked. 

"You really don't remember much from last night do you?" Nikki asked and received a shake of the head from Jon 
"Not a lot," Jon admitted. 


"Cmere," he said. Nikki waited until Jon was standing in front of him before he quickly bent, gripping Jon around the thighs and hoisting him 
into the air with a yelp of surprise, just high enough to reach the offending cloth. 


"Break my light and I'll drop you," he grunted. Jon wasn't heavy by any stretch but it was still an effort, though it was made easier by 


having Jon's cock at eye level..again. 
"Hold still then," Jon muttered. "| can't..quite..ungh." 


Nikki gave Jon a little bounce upward, causing the towel to fall open and leaving Jon exposed to Nikki's view. "Maybe | should leave you up 
there," he said, giving the hip bone a nip and a lick, making Jon yelp in surprise, twitching in Nikki's grasp. 


"Got it," Jon declared as the shirt pulled free and the light fitting swung back and forth, making the shadows in the room shimmer and shift 
like ghostly spectres. 


Nikki muttered a curse before taking a couple of steps to the bed, tipping Jon onto the soft mattress, with Nikki falling down beside him. The 
blonde laid on his bed, damp, naked and laughing his head off. Nikki couldn't help but smile indulgently. "You said you had balance," Nikki chuckled, 
turning his head to the other man. 

"You licked mel" Jon shot back quickly as he shifted to his side to face Nikki. 


"You were tasty too," Nikki said. "I could have taken a bite," he added, snapping his teeth together. 


Jon looked at him silently, a touch of a smile playing over his lips as his free hand reached out to fiddle with the ends of Nikki's hair. "I would 
have let you, too," the blonde said, quietly, dropping his gaze. 


Nikki raised his arm and mirrored Jon's busy fingers, sinking into the still-damp hair. He cupped the back of Jon's head, and, with a gentle 
pressure, brought their heads closer. Jon's blue eyes flickered over his face briefly before closing the small space. 


Nikki allowed Jon to orchestrate the kiss, neither pushing him away, nor preventing his escape. 


When the kiss ended, Jon looked at Nikki for a brief moment before ducking his head. "Um..shit..lm sorry, Nikki," Jon said, suddenly grabbing 


for the towel to cover himself. 
"Don't sweat it, pup," he replied, rolling off to the side to accommodate him. "Finish getting dressed." 
To say that Nikki was a little confused about Jon's behaviour was an understatement. 


He'd seen for himself in Moscow, how the singer and his guitarist looked at each other when they thought no one was looking, the subtle 
shoulder brushes and other little touches that reinforced their connection to each other. 


He knew them for what they were because he and Tommy shared something similar. 


What had surprised him last night was Jon's drunken declaration to him about his love for Sambora. But now, this morning, Jon had admitted 
that he'd let Nikki take a bite out of him and then kissed him. 


Nikki's mood had shifted slightly and he didn't care for it. He was starting to itch for something stronger than the alcohol that was still in 
plentiful supply. He rose from the bed, ignoring Jon for the moment and stepped into his large closet. The house had been stripped, 
supposedly, of all drugs thanks to Tommy's well-meaning meddling. But Nikki still knew of a few places that his lover wouldn't have thought to 


look. 


Running a finger over a piece of decorative moulding on the skirting board, he located the piece that was not nailed down. He'd discovered it 
one time when he had been laid out on the floor during a bender and had to inspect every loop of carpet and every nail hole within arm's 
reach whilst lying prone because he believed his legs had disconnected themselves from his torso and had escaped. He'd ended up with some 
interesting and painful carpet burns that time. 


The moulding could be prised away just enough to hide something small, like a match-book sized item. Nikki screwed up his face as he reached 
into the hole blindly and snagged a small plastic bag of coke. He hissed in triumph as he held the bag of crystalised chunks up to the light. 
Making sure to carefully put the moulding back into place, Nikki then rose from the floor and left the closet. 


"Hey, Nikki, | wanna-," Jon started, but Nikki crossed the bedroom to the door, ignoring him. 


Lowering himself down onto the floor in the living room, Nikki cleared a spot on the coffee table and pulled out his knife. He tapped out one of 
the larger crystals and began to chop it up until he was satisfied with the fineness of the powder. 


He quickly separated the powder into lines and grabbed a discarded drinking straw from someone's glass. Using his knife, Nikki cut the dry 
centre from the two ends with his knife before closing it and putting back where he kept it. 


Within moments he'd inhaled the first two of the four lines he'd made, feeling the sting of the crystals in his sinus before they melted and 
his body absorbed the drug quickly. The euphoric rush was welcomed like an old friend and Nikki soon started to feel his mood lighten and 


even out again. 


He was finishing off the last of the two lines and tucking the rest of the rocks into a small concealed pocket in his jacket, where his knife 


nestled as a comforting weight when he heard Jon's voice. 


"l'm almost done,” Jon said, emerging from Nikki's bedroom. "The pants fit better than | thought,” he said, turning and holding the jacket out of 
the way. 


His favourite pair of black leathers weren't exactly a second skin as they usually were on him, but they still hugged Jon's curvy backside and 
hips enticingly. The guy's hair, which had been wet and lank only a short time ago, was now dried, teased and sprayed into a cloud of dark 
blond curls around his face. The vivid blue shirt and the dark eyeliner made Jon's eyes pop, clear and bright like a summer's day. 


"Hmm," Nikki hummed and nodded, unable to find the words that wouldn't drop him into a whole lot of shit. He watched Jon slide his socked 
feet into the red boots he'd worn last night, tucking the hem of the leathers into the relaxed top of the suede boots. 


Nikki took a moment to appreciate the fine backside that was unintentionally presented to him. The sudden appearance, in his mind's eye, of a 
spanking bench underneath the arched form had his insides squirming in anticipation and his Dom started to ready himself. 


The buzz from the gate broke Nikki's wandering mind. "Damn it," he swore and pushed into a standing position He hadn't finished his final 
touches. "Go wait in the car, pup," he ordered, pressing the button that would release the front gate before disappearing into the bedroom. 


In his room, Nikki contemplated his chunky biker boots but then his thigh-high boots caught his eye and a slow smirk pulled at the side of his 
mouth. Yes, they suited his mood perfectly. Grabbing them, Nikki sat on the side of his bed to put them on, sliding the long zipper 


provocatively up his leg. 


He stood on the slim heels and flexed his legs, bending them to work into the leather more securely before snatching up his usual rings and 
necklaces. He left the bedroom and headed to the door. He put his long duster jacket on and checked himself in the mirror. He fluffed his hair 
and winked at himself before sweeping out of the front door, his Dom slowly surfacing further with each step toward the blonde singer 


waiting in the car for him. 


Jon POV 

"Where are we going?" Jon asked, peering out of the window. "I don't recognise this area." 

"We're going to my club," Nikki replied, unhelpfully. 

"Oh," Jon said. "What's this club like then?" he asked when there was no further explanation 

He hoped like hell it wasn't a dance club. 

He wasn't in the mood for any bubble-gum pop pap tonight. He felt the need to sully himself, to get downright dirty and gritty and if that 
meant getting wasted again like last night with Nikki, the king of sleaze himself, then so be it..as long as there was some good rock and roll 
music to do it by. 

He wanted to think that there was no driving force behind his odd mood but, in actual fact, he was still feeling a little pissed off that Richie 
had blown him off for some alone time . Jon snorted to himself. Alone time..what the fuck is that all about anyway? he asked himself. Had he 
scared Richie off with his request to-. 


"You'll see," Nikki replied, enigmatically, drawing Jon's attention from his musings. 


The limousine pulled up outside a nondescript building. The only evidence that there was something going on inside, was the presence of a huge 
mountain of a man standing beside a metal sliding door and a discrete sign with Dom In 8 etched in black on a gold plate. 


"C'mon fucker," Nikki hopped out of the car first when the door was opened by the driver. Nikki bounced on the balls of his feet the best he 


could, while waiting for Jon to exit. "I promise you, this is gonna be a night to remember." 

"What is this place?" Jon asked again, looking up into the night sky at the top of the building. "A strip club or something?" 

"Yeah something like that," Nikki smiled wickedly, his lips pulled back over his teeth, baring his canines to the night air. 

Jon looked him over appreciatively. When his eyes flicked back up to the bassist's face, Jon knew he'd been cought..especially when Nikki 
responded by running his tongue slowly over his teeth. Something about that animalistic acknowledgement set Jon's insides on fire. He exhaled 
slowly, leaning into the warmth that settled deep in his gut. 

Nikki was dressed in second skin black leathers, almost identical to the ones he was currently wearing, that should be illegal in public. Flippantly, 
Jon wondered if Nikki owned any pants made out of something that wasn't leather. The high heeled boots and a vest, a scarf, heavy chains 
and earrings completed the outfit. 

Nikki's dyed hair hung in a black waterfall around his face, masking those pale green eyes that Jon seemed to lose himself in. 

That's what had happened earlier in Nikki's bedroom. Jon had felt more comfortable around the bassist since yesterday and when Nikki had 
dumped him on the bed, he hadn't felt the need to cover up his nakedness. As soon as Nikki had turned those eyes his way; Jon's willpower 
had dissipated. And once Nikki's hand was on the back of his head, he caved and kissed him. 

He hadn't felt forced to kiss Nikki, in fact, the bassist had rolled away first. 


He hadn't been able to forget those green eyes since the Moscow blow up. Doc had played both his biggest bands against each other; the end 
result was that Bon Jovi got fireworks and Doc got Tommy's fist in his gut. 


Which is how he now found himself in LA, outside some nondescript red brick building in a rather dubious location that he didn't recognise, 
with the biggest security guard Jon had ever encountered minding the door. 


"Sir," the minder said, nodding in greeting to Nikki. "Welcome back. Are you prepared to vouch for your guest tonight?" There was no hint of 
recognition in the face, yet the minder obviously knew Nikki 


"You have to ask?" Nikki snapped 


"My apologies, Sir," the man mountain said, bowing his head slightly. "However, rules are rules." The minder unlocked a slim box beside the 
door and removed something before locking it again 


He held out a sleek black and gold clipboard to Nikki, who scrawled his signature at the bottom without even glancing at the words. Nikki 
snapped the folder closed and handed it back for it to be locked away again. 


Jon watched the exchange with interest. It wasn't the first time he'd been to an exclusive club but usually he'd been on the comp list or just 
being who he was, was enough to open doors for him now. 


"Thank you, Sir," the minder said and pressed a buzzer before opening the door. "Enjoy your evening.” 


"C'mon, pup," Nikki said, barely acknowledging the minder with a nod, before placing his arm over Jon's shoulder and ushering him inside, guiding 
him into the unfamiliar, darkened space. 


The place was dimly lit, as with any club, whilst coloured lights sparkled from the mirror ball hanging from the ceiling, jarringly incongruent 
with the rest of the finely appointed interior. 


Banquettes and private booths, upholstered in a rich purple, surrounded the walls. More intimate seating, loveseats and armchairs, were 
scattered around a small mirrored dance floor. The large circular lights reflected off the deep, dark purple-hued ceiling and the walls were 


black with tiny pin-points of light. 


The small tables at the banquettes and seating areas had metal rings on the corners which made Jon a little curious. The floor was mainly 


carpeted, thick and soft, in purples and black, interspersed with large squares of wooden floorboards or cold cement. 
Nikki was draped all over him; the height of his thigh-high heeled boots elevated him well above Jon's smaller frame. 
For some reason, Nikki was keeping him close and Jon couldn't figure out why, until he felt the scrutiny of everyone else in the club as they 
walked through, past all the occupied seats. Jon was used to being looked upon by thousands of people at each show, but this was almost like 


they were sizing him up for dinner, some even licking their lips blatantly at him. 


However, like the doorman, if anyone had recognised him, there was little to indicate it. Nikki on the other hand, was hailed as though he was a 
conquering hero returning from battle and Jon figured he was definitely a regular. 


Nikki POV 
Nikki felt that now familiar rush as he walked into Dom In 8 


It was an energy rush and a power trip but not in the egotistical way that would usually be associated with those words. Hs Dominant 
pushed forth, relegating both the public persona Nikki Sixx and poor little Frank Ferrana, temporarily, back into the shadows. 


"Hey Sikki, got a fresh one tonight, huh?" someone at the bar shouted over the music. 
"Shut your face, motherfucker! Nikki laughed and flipped his middle finger back at the other patron. 


"Sikki?! What's that about?" Jon asked. 


"Don't mind those fuckers, baby," Nikki said, proceeding to drag him down into a shadowy area at the end of the bar as two drinks 


miraculously appeared in front of them. 

The club could have passed for any other nightclub with its intimate tables and mood lighting. The bar sparkled with bottles of every 
imaginable alcohol there was, the music was loud with enough bass through it to feel internal organs shifting and there were a few couples 
dancing on a small dance floor in the middle of the room. 

What made the venue rather different were the people standing behind others with their heads bowed, kneeling at their feet or discreetly 
being led around round by a leash. Nikki easily distracted Jon's attention away from the unusual with just a word or a touch of his hand. If 
Nikki wanted to pull his plan off, he needed Jon to gently immerse himself into the ambience rather than allowing him to suffer an information 
overload and scaring him off. 

Nikki played the convivial host and kept plying Jon with drinks as the night wore on, whilst he gave the illusion of keeping up, drink for drink. 
Nikki knew the strictly enforced club rules and the consequences for breaking them. He also understood that, by keeping Jon buzzed, any real 
play would not happen tonight. 

It all depended on his powers of persuasion to convince the East Coast native to expose his natural submissiveness to Nikki's Dom. 

Any visitors to the booth were welcome for a limited time, usually until they started asking about Jon and what his preferences were, then 
Nikki quickly dispatched them with glare and a toss of his head. Everyone at the club knew not to cross Nikki, especially when he could easily 
unleash Sikki on any one of them. 

"So Jon, why aren't you with whatshisface this weekend?" Nikki couldn't help the sneer as he referred to Richie. 

With a quick shake of his head, Jon said, "I wanted to clear the air with you about the whole Moscow thing.’ 


"Ain't buying it, so don't sell it," Nikki scoffed. He needed Jon to come clean, for his own curiosity as well as removing any barriers that might 
impede his plan. 


He watched Jon shift uncomfortably. 

"Give it up, baby. We all know you're fucking Sambora. So why not just admit it?" 

"Wha- what?! |- | don't know what you're talking about!" Jon protested just a little too vehemently for it to ring true for Nikki. 

"Sure you do, baby," Nikki said with a swipe of his tongue over his teeth, "We could all see the way you two looked at each other in Moscow. 
Fuck, anytime you two are within two feet of each other, the goo-goo eyes start happening." Nikki paused, watching Jon digest those 
revelations. He'd keep the drunken confession to himself for the moment. 

Jon sat back against the seat, fiddling with his glass and avoiding the subject for as long as possible. 

"Tell me about it" 


Jon shook his head again, remaining silent, even though his heavy swallowing betrayed his underlying need to talk. 


Nikki was growing tired of Jon playing the virginal, shy type. He knew that, deep down under that sweet as apple pie exterior, there was a man 
that needed handling in the most hedonistic way possible. 


Within a blink of an eye his arm came down in a sharp arc. Nikki had produced his switchblade from his jacket and it now vibrated with the 
force of impact into the tabletop. 


"I've tried asking the nice way, pup," Nikki snarled, moving right up in Jon's face, "now it's time to do it the not so nice way.” 


Jon's eyes flicked around nervously, sweeping around the room. 


"They won't help you, pup," Nikki said just loud enough to be heard over the music, "You see, in their eyes, you're mine. They don't have any 
say in how | treat you in this club." 


"Wha-," Jon squeaked. "Whaddya mean l'm- I'm yours?" 

"Exactly what type of club do you think this is?" Nikki asked rhetorically with a tilt of his head and a questioning arch of his eyebrow. 
Jon didn't answer and it was clear to Nikki that the blonde was finally figuring things out. 

"Now do what I've fucking asked, pup, and tell me about you and Sambora, or | swear I'll take that knife to you." 

He let out a bark of laughter before Jon could even open his mouth, "Hell, | might even do that anyway. And don't tell me the idea of you 
serving me like them," he indicated with his chin to a couple on the dance floor, the sub worshipping her Master's cock, "doesn't turn you 


on?!" 


He thrust his hand down to Jon's lap and brutally squeezed Jon's growing cock. "Ohhh, what do we have here?" Nikki crooned, his fingers going 
to work on Jon's body. 


"Jesus, Nikki," Jon breathed, trying to shift away from him. 
"Nol" Nikki squeezed harder. "Lessons start now. You will address me properly, pup." 


"P- please..Master?" Jon stammered and even in the dim lighting of the club, Nikki could see the flush that rose up from his neck to his 
cheeks. 


"Good," Nikki smiled, "You're a quick learner, pup. But Sir will be sufficient for now." 
Laces were pulled free of their bow and Jon huffed when Nikki's fingers started exploring his hot flesh. 


"Now, tell me about Sambora, pup,” Nikki commanded as he grazed a finger over and over the same patch of skin in a sweet torture as he 


waited for Jon to answer. 


"We- ah-, we got together last year. l- | love him with everything | have. But- but he wanted some time to- ahh-," Jon gasped with one 
particular touch, "to himself this weekend." 


"So why are you out here with your dick in my hand?" 
"He- oh god yesss-," Jon's reply was a strangled cry, "he doesn’t know I'm here- with you." 


Nikki's top lip curled into a dirty little smirk of satisfaction He let go of Jon's dick and licked his fingers; slowly, one by one disappearing into 
his mouth. 


"Just as sweet as this morning." Nikki licked his lips lasciviously before emptying his drink with a toss of his head. 

Once more, Nikki watched Jon carefully as the proverbial penny dropped. 

"Be a good boy tonight, pup, and I'll do it again.this time you'll be conscious though. Now, keep your hands on the table at all times while | go 
do some business." Nikki rose from the table, sauntering to the bar without a shred of self-consciousness about his tight leathers 


accentuating his erection. 


"Dominik," Nikki said, greeting the balding, tattooed and collared man behind the bar. It still surprised Nikki that this large, gentle submissive 
could be the owner of the world class BDSM club. 


Having been a member for a couple of years now, Nikki had gleaned that Dominik had come unexpectedly into some money after his wealthy, 
lonely Dominant had passed away, leaving a very tidy sum to him. 


His Dominant had rescued him from an abusive Dom/sub partnership, which Dominik had been grateful for, so, in a tip of his hat to his late 
partner and his own sexual preferences, he named the club with a twist on his own name. Dominik became Dom In 8, as in dominate me 


please, Sir, which had been Dominik's regular request of his Sir. 


Dom In 8 had also become known as a safe place for submissives that found themselves in need of help. More than one frightened sub had 
been spirited away to safety, whilst their abusive Dom had found themselves unceremoniously barred and booted to the curb. 


"tm not happy with you using the room tonight," Dominik said. "You know the club safety rules Master Sikki. Limited play only and absolutely 
no impact toys to be used if either party is high or intoxicated." 


"lm neither,” Nikki replied, his tone low and tight, with a hint of menace, deliberately meeting the larger man's eyes. "You're right, | do know 
the rules and I've been very careful with my consumption. A little blow at home and you know exactly how many drinks I've had, or rather, 


not had here." 


Dominik looked at Nikki closely, meeting his steady gaze and assessing the truth in his statement, before answering, "Maybe you aren't under 
the influence..but that novice you brought in, has clearly been partaking." 


"He's not high..," Nikki said, remembering Jon's admission that he'd partaken of a little something on top of a mix of alcohol and a Quaalude 
before arriving at Nikki's. "He might still be a bit hungover though." 


"Hmmm..," Dominik hummed. "That's not much better. In any case, the two of you haven't signed any contract." 


"l'm going to discuss how the whole Dom/sub relationship works with him tonight,” Nikki replied. "He's showing signs of submissiveness and a 
need for handling but..he hasn't consciously said anything as yet. Rest assured, Dom, we'll sign when that is done..and then we'll play." 


"So why do you think you need to book my best room for that? There are plenty of examples around to show him." Dominik indicated the 
wider club with a wave of his hand. "Why not just discuss things out here?" 


Dominik stopped speaking but Nikki heard the unspoken Where / can keep an eye on you both 


"| would prefer that discussions with my new sub are carried out out of sight of prying eyes," he explained, his voice low but still 
unthreatening. "It would be unfortunate if rumours were to spread" 


"And | would prefer that we are able to guarantee the health and safety of your novice. Yes," Dom said, holding his hands up in a placatory 
manner, "I do know who he is and the last thing the club needs is a lawsuit from Jon fucking Bon Jovi!" 


"Not only could you potentially bring the law down on us," he continued, "but also the wrath of millions of their fans. Or even worse..a bunch 
of teenage girls trying to break in to see where their hero first broke his sub-cherry. That's all I'd need," Dominik muttered, scrubbing his 
hand over his face. 


"tm aware of how much the club has to lose-," Nikki started to say. 


"No! You really aren't," Dom hissed softly. "A sex scandal wouldn't hurt Nikki Sixx or any of his usual playmates. It's hardly the worst thing 
thats happened to you and, if anything, it would just add to your notoriety. But, it has the potential to ruin what we have built up here. This 
club and many of its patrons rely on the anonymity we are able to provide. Unwanted external interest could potentially destroy many of 
their lives, not to mention prevent us from helping abused subs in the future." 


"I know the risks,” Nikki insisted again. He was starting to get pissed at Dominik's lack of faith that he had everything under control. "Trust me. 


| won't let you down...” 


"You'd better not," Dominik sighed resignedly. "And you keep Sikki and that damn blade of his under lock and key until you have that contract 
signed and the ink has dried" 


"You've never had any complaints about my knife work before, boy ." Nikki drew up the corner of his mouth in a dirty smirk and looked 
imperiously at Dominik He knew that, by invoking Dominik's sub name, it would hold slightly more weight to the overall argument. 


The large man swallowed heavily, the thick collar bouncing up and down, making the rings around it jangle against the studs. "Just be careful, 


okay?" 
"Trust me," Nikki repeated. "I would not want to cause Master Paul to end his vacation time early because of my errors." 


"Remember that! Master Paul would bring Sikki to his knees before evicting him permanently, if he so chooses," Dom replied. "No toys to be 
used tonight! Hands and limited restraints only until you have agreed and signed a contract," he reiterated 


"lll be careful, mom," Nikki snarked, his patience wearing thin now. "Gimme a bottle of JD, but leave it sealed, though. | know he drinks that 
but I'm betting he won't need it until we get home." 


"| gotta say, my money's on that," Dominik agreed, with a nod and a considering look over to Jon again "He kinda reminds me of myself.” 
Reaching under the counter for the club ledger and an elaborate fountain pen, he added the agreed details. 


"Okay, Master Sixx. Two nights, The Blackwood Suite at the usual rate. Sign here." Dominik pushed the large book across the bar for Nikki to 
sign. By the time the Dominant had finished, Dominik was back with the requested bottle. The submissive club owner shook Nikki's hand before 
handing over the JD and, with a final hard stare at Nikki, murmured a final, "Please, take care, Master." 


Biting down on his annoyance, Nikki grabbed the bottle with a sure hand and turned away from the bar. He saw Jon watching him and 
wondered if his pup had followed orders and kept his hands on the table all that time. 


"Come with me, baby," Nikki seductively beckoned Jon from the table once he'd moved closer. "I've got us a private room so we won't be 
interrupted." 


He pulled the knife from the table with an audible twang of metal, sheathing it and slipped it into the front of his pants, against his hip bone, 


for convenience. He heard Jon's soft groan as the singer carefully slipped from behind the table. 


He looked down at the re-tied laces over his erection and felt a tiny speck of disappointment with his puppy. He didn't entirely blame Jon for 
being uncomfortable about the public exposure for the first time. Nikki made a note to add that as a lesson to be learned. 


Nikki linked his fingers with Jon's and led him through a series of doors and hallways, with Jon stumbling and pinballing off corners and walls, 
toward the club's best, and most exclusive, play room. He heard a soft mutter from the blonde, something about Nikki's heels. 


Nikki stopped at a door finally and turned to Jon and pulled him in close as he snaked his arms around Jon's neck drawing his attention back to 


him. The blue eyes had blown wide as they darted around, taking in the details surrounding him, which was obvious when Jon's pretty lips 
curled silently around the wording on the door. 


The Blackwood Suite 


Nikki waited patiently for the singer's eyes to come back to him, holding the gaze for a long moment, his Dom judging and evaluating his 
novice sub's sobriety. 


Clear, blue eyes held his look without wavering. Nikki relaxed a little and felt more confident that his little pup was indeed coherent under the 


façade of inebriation. 
"Wha- whare ya doin’, man?" Jon slurred a little as Nikki leaned into the blonde and nuzzled around his ear, nibbling on his neck. 


"Takin you to heaven, baby," Nikki said before claiming Jon's mouth brutally. 


Jon moaned under the assault before Nikki broke the kiss, licking his lips suggestively as his eyes roamed over Jon hotly. 
"C'mon baby, trust me," Nikki said. "| guarantee to show you a good time. | bought the party favours." 


He then held up the fresh bottle of Jack Daniels in one hand and magically produced the small baggie of blow that he'd partaken of earlier. 
Nikki thought that he probably wouldn't choose to use it but, just like Jon's façade, Nikki needed to keep his own mask intact for the moment. 


Nikki kicked the door open with a well-placed booted foot behind him, to reveal a room that promised as much sin and pleasure as possible. 


Nikki's arm hooked around Jon's neck, the bottle of whiskey bumping against the singer's spine as his other hand fisted into his shirt, pulling 
Jon into the room, spinning them both so that the door was behind Nikki again 


Nikki chuckled darkly as he watched the realisation hit Jon. He reached behind him to close the door, the sound of the lock clicking into place 


resonating loudly in the sudden ominous silence of the soundproofed private play dungeon. 


we keen 


The Blackwood Suite 


The Blackwood Suite 
Jon POV 


Nikki's kiss surprised him, yet didn't surprise him. He was feeling a little like a small field mouse, cowering beneath the façade of a world 


weary rockstar, as the bird of prey circled above. 


Jon's heart was hammering hard against his chest wall as he slowly looked around at the interior of the room. The Blackwood Suite , he 
reminded himself. 


Unlike the opulence of the main floor of the club, this room was sparse in comparison. 


Jon could hear the click click click of Nikki's high heels clearly behind him as he moved further into the room, setting the bottle he held onto 
a small coffee table that sat in front of a sturdy, utilitarian sofa. 


Looking down to see why he could hear Nikki walking, Jon recognised that bare, dark, polished floor boards, that were worn in several places, 


had replaced the thick, luxurious carpet. 
The walls were painted in a deep blush, and were void of any artwork. That didn't mean that they were bare. 


On the contrary, there were large mirrored panels, framed by heavy drapes in a similar colour to the walls. Along one side of the room, 
storage racks and hooks hung on the wall, artfully highlighted with downlights and sconces and Jon could see that they were categorised by 
what they displayed. 


Deciding that he needed to inspect them more closely, Jon finally got his legs to move forward. He took a couple of steps towards the racks, 
looking around in wonder, then found himself distracted by the various pieces of heavy wooden furniture. 


Well, he assumed it was called furniture; there was a large X-shaped stand in the middle of the room, and, as he moved closer he could see 
the metal rings and leather fastenings at various intervals along all axes. He moved closer, reaching out tentatively to touch the wooden 


frame that was as wide as his handspan 
"That's called a St Andrew's Cross," Nikki's voice floated across the room, startling him for a moment. 


He spun his head around and saw the bassist reclined on the sofa, his long, booted legs crossed at the ankles on the armrest, staring up at 
the ceiling. Jon frowned when Nikki waved to the ceiling. He looked up and saw Nikki smiling at him in his Cheshire Cat type of way. 


"You can stand on it," Nikki said, refolding his hands across his belly. "Try it out for size," he added with an arch of his eyebrow at Jon in the 


mirror. 


Jon swallowed heavily, nervously, but he couldn't contain the dark anticipation deep in his gut. His legs shook as he placed a foot on the closest 
foothold. His breathing shuddered and his crotch felt heavy as lust-thickened blood started to pool in that region He felt slightly dizzy as he 
brought his other leg up, feeling the pull between them, opening him up as the wooden span forced his legs wide. With a nervous flick of his 
tongue over his lips, he stepped off quickly, unprepared for the force of the feelings that the cross had invoked. 


Jon glanced up at the ceiling, still seeing Nikki watching him. Jon offered him a rather brief smile. 


"The other one, the one that looks similar to a butcher's block, is a spanking bench," Nikki said, pointing in the mirror. "The submissive lays 


over it for either pain or pleasure," he went on to explain 


"Oh!" Jon felt his belly swoop low at Nikki's lascivious words, making his breath hitch painfully in his chest from the sudden rush of sensation 
to his groin. 


"As you can see," Nikki continued, rising from the couch and walking over to Jon, who then felt the bassist's warm hand on the small of his 
back, pushing him toward the large wooden block. 


Nikki manipulated Jon into place, bending him forward over the block, positioning his arms correctly before nudging his legs open to mirror his 
arms on the other side of the frame. "It's the perfect height," he said, running his hands over Jon's ass and thighs, "for pain," Nikki spanked 
Jon's cheeks with two slaps on each glute making Jon yelp in surprise as much as from the sting hurt, "or pleasure," he said, gripping Jon's 
hips from behind and rocking his own against them, his obvious arousal easily following the hollow of Jon's crease. 


Nikki took a step back, then hauled Jon up and around, lying him backward along the bench this time. He scooped Jon's legs up, holding them 
vertically apart, and thrust his hips against Jon's ass with ease before lowering his legs to the floor again. The bassist's hot gaze raked over 
Jon, stopping at his crotch. His mouth pulled up into a dirty smirk. 


"| see I've caught your interest, pup," he said, placing his hand over Jon's engorged cock held prisoner by leather and laces. 


Jon groaned as Nikki massaged it for a moment or two before the dark-haired man gave one final squeeze and stepped back. "Go explore 
some more before | make my offer," Nikki said before turning his back on Jon. 


"But-," Jon started to say as he struggled awkwardly to stand on shaky legs. 
"| said, pup ," he said, emphasising the name as he spun on his heels back to Jon, "go and explore." 
"Um. Y-yes..Sir," Jon stuttered, automatically deferring to Nikki. 


The uneasy feeling of being a field mouse being sized up as a meal returned as Jon licked his lips nervously, looking around the room. Deciding 
to forgo the items hanging on the wall, the whips, floggers and such clearly identifiable, hanging with the leather belts..or that's what they 
looked like to Jon A vast array of dildos, vibrators, butt plugs and grinders in an equally large variety of colours, shapes and sizes, completely 
filling a glass fronted display unit, particularly caught his attention. He wandered over to inspect the contents but still kept a small distance. 


A large bed took up the majority of one wall. As with the cross, the bed wasn't designed for comfort in the traditional sense of the word; its 
thick uprights were littered with hooks, straps and anchor points and waiting on either side were skeins of ropes and lengths of chains in 
various lengths and thicknesses. 


Off to one corner there seemed to be another area with a chair that would be more appropriate in a medical or dental office, complete with 
moveable leg holders and a multiposition overhead light. On a bench behind the chair were trays laid out with what looked like a bunch of 
medical clamps and various other pieces of equipment. A deep sink at the end of the bench, and a faucet with paddle controls, completed the 
illusion of a doctor's office. 


Jon looked back at the chair and had a flash of an image of himself, naked and splayed wide as he waited for an exam . He almost doubled 
over with the force of his need, clutching his fist against his stomach and feeling the dribble of precum slither down his erection still held 
firm against his body by the borrowed leather pants. 


He had no doubt that if he let his imagination fly at this moment, he would cum in his..um, Nikki's pants. He was sure that it wouldn't be the 
first time the pants had seen the wearer lose a load in them. Just the thought of his cock and balls sitting where Nikki's crotch normally 
would, sent another dribble leaking from the eye. 


Pulling his jacket around him tightly, both shivering with nerves and burning up with blatant desire, it also served to hide himself from Nikki's 


cool, sea-green stare. He turned away from the medical chair and made his way to the only remaining section of the large room. 


It was sectioned off on two sides with glass walls. He didn't need to enter the room to see all that there was; a small, simple vanity on one of 
the solid walls, and along the other solid wall, a toilet facing out to the main room, multiple shower roses, both overhead and on the walls, 
plus several handheld hoses with interchangeable nozzles. Multiple anchor points and handholds dotted the solid wall behind the toilet and within 


the shower. 


"The wet room," Nikki said, the ghost of his breath ruffling Jon's hair. "For those that like to get dirty, so to speak. Also for aftercare 


purposes. Alll cleaned and disinfected after each use, in case you're wondering.’ 


Jon's breath shuddered out of him as Nikki pressed up against him from behind. Cool fingers slipped into the collar of Jon's jacket and pushed 
it down over his shoulders before it was folded and placed onto the nearby sofa. 


Arms slid around his waist and Nikki bent his head to Jon's neck. He gave in to the warm lips on his skin, dropping his head sideways in silent 
acceptance. Nikki's breath seemed to roar in his ears..or was it his own? Jon couldn't tell any longer. He just wanted..no, he needed..more. 


Moments later, Nikki's hand skimmed down over his hip bone to his laced crotch as his lips ghosted over his ear. "You know..it's okay to want 
this, pup," Nikki murmured softly as his fingers tugged at the ends of the lace at his crotch. 


Jon felt the laces give way and he couldn't help the soft moan that bubbled up in his throat. 
"I-Lfuck-," he stuttered. 


"Shhh," Nikki hushed him, loosening the opening of the pants with practised ease. "I know you're hungry for it. I'm not afraid to faste your 
dark side, pup," Nikki purred. "And | won't tell anyone," the last sentence came out in a whisper. 


Jon swallowed hard, melting a little into Nikki's warmth at his back as his knees started to shake violently. 
"No one needs to know what a hungry," squeeze, "perverted," squeeze, “little pup you are." 
"Yesss," Jon hissed. His neck felt weak causing his head to drop back onto Nikki's shoulder. 


With his free hand, Nikki turned Jon's face to his and took his mouth hungrily as the hand at his crotch, delved freely into the freshly opened 


laces, wrapping around Jon's cock. 

Jon shifted uncomfortably with the itch that had developed under his skin and deep within his being. 

He wanted this! He wanted to feel dirty and degraded by Nikki..in this place. 

He felt confused, raw and exposed and not in the literal connotation of the word. 

Why was he not satisfied with what he was so blessed to have been given where love and sex was concerned? 

Jon had met Dorothea in high school and, after a brief separation, did the expected thing and married her. 

Yes, he loved her. She was sensible and safe, predictable in bed, and part of a convenient public façade. She was already floating the concept 
of having children sooner rather than later and he, being a good, albeit partially-lapsed Catholic boy, would acquiesce eventually because he 


yearned for children of his own 


He should be happy with his future; the band's success was in the stratosphere, he was married to a wonderful girl..but then.he also had 
Richie. 


He loved Richie unconditionally and, he assumed by multiple declarations of love from his best friend and lover, that it was returned equally. 
He just couldn't put it into words what he needed sexually..but whatever that thing was that was buried deep down..getting it from Richie, or 
Dorothea, just wasn't a happening thing at the moment. 


But this! This was exciting and new..dangerous even, especially in a place like this. 


Oh, yes! Jon wanted this; he wanted whatever Nikki could give him..he wanted it alll 


The hand on his cheek dragged roughly down his neck drawing his attention inexorably back to the deeply seductive man behind him, blunt 
nails and calloused fingertips leaving a scorching trail over his skin before curling briefly into the neck of his shirt. 


A jolt of thrilling fear, or was it hope, ran through Jon, at the idea that Nikki would tear it from his body. The jolt had his stomach clenching 
reflexively and his dick throbbing in Nikki's hand, oozing precum over his fingers. 


Nikki released the shirt and moved to Jon's shoulder as he broke off the kiss, freeing Jon's cock at the same time. Jon whimpered pitifully, 
suddenly feeling bereft and lonely, the chill of the air conditioning against his damp flesh made him shudder slightly. 


"Kneel for me, my puppy.” 

The hand on his shoulder pressed down gently, but it proved unnecessary. Jon yielded willingly, falling swiftly to his knees at Nikki's booted 
feet. He raked his hungry gaze over the bassist's legs from the delicate high heel up over his smooth calves and ending at the top of the 
boots, mid-thigh and his cock bounced in equal parts eagerness and frustration. 

Nikki brought his slick fingers to Jon's face, forcing them into his mouth and he suckled on them eagerly, tasting himself on the meaty 
fingers that were so different to Richie's more slender ones. It was as though Nikki's fingers matched the sturdy bass strings he played, as 
did Richie's with his finest strings on his favourite Strat. 

"Do you like that?" Nikki purred. "Do you like to taste yourself?" 

Jon nodded only to have Nikki push his fingers further down his throat to the point that he almost gagged. 

"Answer me properly," Nikki snapped, withdrawing his fingers, leaving Jon gasping for air. 

"Y-yes..yes, Sir," Jon panted, coughing slightly, as he quelled his roiling stomach. 

"Better," Nikki praised, petting Jon's hair from his face as he would a dog. "Now..." he said, taking a step back, "I want you to focus on what 
I'm about to say to you. After I've finished speaking, and if you've agreed to my proposal, then we'll see about taking care of this." Nikki toed 
Jon's erection with the point of his boot. "Understand me?" 

"Yes, Sir," Jon said, surprising himself with his automatic deferential response. 

"Good," the bassist nodded. "Last night, you showed me something that got me thinking. Do you know what that was, pup?" 

"No, Sir," Jon replied. He'd had flashes of images but he hadn't been sure if they had really happened or if it was just wishful thinking. 

Nikki wandered around the room, touching items, as Jon's eye's tracked him, waiting for him to speak. 

"You're a natural submissive, pup," Nikki said, idly toying with the tails of a flogger. "As is evidenced by your willingness to remain where you 
are right now." Nikki unhooked the flogger from where it hung and wandered back to where Jon knelt. "Have you ever been in a Dom/sub 
partnership before, pup? Is Sambora your Dominant? Or do you just fuck each other's brains out after the backstage sluts have gone for 
the night?" 

"l-|he..," Jon stuttered only to have Nikki shove his fingers back into his mouth beyond the point of being comfortable. 

"Did | ask you for an answer?!" the dark-haired man snapped, removing his fingers when Jon gagged slightly. "Speak only when | give you direct 
permission" Nikki paused, seemingly collecting himself before continuing. "Now, you will answer my next questions. Are you fully satisfied 
sexually? Do your girl and your guitarist fulfil everything you need ?" 


Jon licked his lips and swallowed before answering. He came back to the same conundrum he had realised of himself earlier. "No, Sir." 


"Hmm," Nikki hummed, giving Jon a rewarding pat again "| didn't think so," he said before turning away, dropping the flogger over his shoulder. 
"However, it did surprise me how quickly you dropped into a submissive headspace last night." 


Jon frowned. He did? He tried to recall last night in detail but all he could focus on were the tails of the flogger hanging over Nikki's shoulder 
and how much he'd like to feel them against his skin. His eyes flicked over the cross, standing in silent vigil, behind Nikki. Something dark 
shuddered deep within him at the idea of being hung from it with the sting of the lashes marking his skin 


"By now, you no doubt realise that this," he spread his hands wide, "is a BDSM club. The best in the greater LA area..quite probably the best 
in the US actually. Exclusive. Discreet. Well appointed." 


Nikki wandered through the room again. "You'd be surprised at who you will find here as slaves..and conversely, the Dominants aren't who you 
would assume either," he said. "Kinda like a perverted Alice In Wonderland or Narnia," he shrugged, "nothing is what it seems. The outside 
world is left behind as soon as the threshold has been crossed. No matter what your kink.or perversion..Dom In 8 is a safe place to explore 


them, in absolute anonymity " 


Nikki returned the flogger to the rack and selected a pair of thick leather cuffs before returning to Jon. He held them in front of Jon's face, 
bouncing them in his hands a little. 


he bowed slightly, "am a Dominant. Tommy is my boy..no real surprises there, | guess. Heather," Nikki said with inflection, "was an added 
bonus. A two for one, if you will. She helps keep Tommy in line when | can't be there. Like last night" 


Jon gasped softly in surprise and Nikki chuckled "See, | look at what | do as a gift that keeps on giving," he said. "So..'m offering you a deal. I'l 
give you what you need..what your girl and fuck-buddy can't" 


Nikki lowered himself to Jon's level and caressed his cheek. Jon couldn't help himself as he nuzzled into the warm palm bringing a lopsided grin 
to Nikki's mouth and a knowing look in the green eyes that shone from beneath the curtain of dark hair. 


"Unlike anyone else in your life, | know what life on the road is really like. | know what it takes to run a band, and to run the business behind 
that band. | know what it takes out of you, how stressful it can be. | can take those worries, pup," he said, softly, "and, for at least a few 
hours, make them all seem insignificant." 

"Being submissive to me, doesn't mean that you're showing weakness," Nikki continued. "Quite the opposite. You have to be strong enough to 
know what you need, your desires, and brave enough to relinquish the control that you show the rest of the world, to me. It won't be easy 


and it is definitely not for the faint of heart" 


Nikki tucked a tendril of hair behind Jon's ear, leaned forward and whispered, "Give your innocence to me, puppy. Let me in Show me the 


darkness within you." 

Nikki stood suddenly and Jon felt as though the older man had, with that one action, taken the air from his lungs. 
Could he do it? Could he submit to Nikki Sixx, one of the sleaziest motherfuckers in the music business?! 

Jon almost laughed out loud. 


For fuck's sake, dumbass! You're kneeling in the middle of a fuckin BDSM dungeon with your junk hangin’ out and flying half-mast. You know what 
he's offering Three litte letters strung together is all you need, Bongiovi. Y. E S. Oh, and a Please, Sir wouldn't go astray either. 


"Stand up, pup," Nikki said. "Hold out your hands to me." 

Jon rose and stretched his legs, tensing his muscles to get the circulation flowing back in them. 

"Hmm," Nikki hummed, looking down at Jon's groin. "He really doesn't like to be kept waiting, does he?!" 

Jon's now flaccid dick flopped around in the open placket of his pants and he started to move his hands to re-clothe himself. 


"No," Nikki snapped. "I didn't instruct you to put him away, did |?" 


"No, Sir," Jon replied, his voice unsteady from nerves. 


"Correct answer,” Nikki nodded. "I'm going easy on you for the moment because you haven't agreed to my offer as yet. However, should you 
say yes, those minor miscalculations will earn you punishments in the future.” 


"Yes, Sir," Jon acknowledged and felt that swirly thrill in his gut again as he remembered the quick spanks Nikki had given him only minutes 
previously. 


Nikki reached for Jon's right hand first, tucking one of the cuffs under his arm temporarily while he buckled the other onto his wrist. "I just 
want you to get a feel for these for now," Nikki said. He tested the fit before moving to add the second cuff to the left wrist. "You're too 
drunk for any real play tonight and besides..| need your agreement bef-." 


"tm not drunk," Jon protested, knowing that he'd had significantly less than the previous night. 


Nikki stilled at Jon's outburst, piercing him with his green eyes. The muscle in Nikki's jaw jumped, the only outward sign of displeasure in 
Nikki's stillness. After an intense stand-off, Jon finally understood his misdemeanour and lowered his eyes. "I'm sorry, Sir," he said. 


With a vicious tug on the cuff, Nikki snarled, "Be thankful that | am bound by the rules of this club. Otherwise, | would have you whipped for 
that outburst quicker than you could apologise." 


Jon tried to hold back the smile at the thought of being at the mercy of Nikki's displeasure and in particular, feeling all that entailed with 
being whipped. To feel the power held in those thick biceps..Jon cut his imaginings off and inhaled quickly when he felt his dick stir to life with 
the pictures his thoughts were creating. 

He shifted his weight and tried to curl his hips out of view somehow but it was too late. 


Nikki had caught the movement of both feet and cock, and he smirked sardonically. 


Moving in closer so that Jon had to tilt his back, changing his grip from Jon's wrist to his dick with silky ease, Nikki purred, "Did the thought 
of the whip get you hard, pup?" Nikki squeezed him hard enough to make him grunt. "Or was it the tone of my voice?" 


"Mmm," Jon groaned. "B-both, Sir." 


If Jon hadn't been transfixed by the hand gripping his cock in a deliciously tight handhold, he would have seen the infinitesimal widening of 
Nikki's eyes. 


"Be careful what you wish for, little puppy," the brunette growled. "You don't want to tempt Master Sikki this early.” 


Jon frowned at the name Nikki had mentioned but with his head brain starved of blood flow, it having been diverted down to his groin, he only 
gave it a cursory thought. 


"Give me your answer, pup, so we can have some fun," he said, giving Jon a long, slow stroke, "Do you agree to submit yourself, body, mind 
and soul, to me? Will you allow me to break you until you cannot think for yourself? And will you grant me permission to rebuild you 


stronger than you are now?" 


With each question, the overly-firm grip moved up his length, stopping precisely just below the sensitive glans before it retreated back to 
the root again. 


"Yes!" Jon grunted. "Fuck, yes..please, Sir!" 


"Good," Nikki exclaimed, punctuating his delight with a good squeeze to Jon's cock just below the head, negating any ideas of cumming in the 
near future. "Now strip. Lessons start immediately. We can work out contract details later." 


Jon couldn't pull his shirt over his head quick enough even though the leather cuffs got caught in the sleeves. He tossed it over to the couch 
where his jacket had landed earlier. He toed out of his red boots and pushed the leather pants down his legs, stomping his feet out of them 
before they joined his shirt and jacket. 


Meanwhile, Nikki had relieved himself of his duster, carefully and unhurriedly folding it and placing it neatly across the opposite end of the 


couch. 


"l'm ready, Sir," Jon said eagerly. He wasn't sure what to do with his hands though. Cross his arms seemed to be a little defensive, leaving by 
his side was an option as was replacing Nikki's hand with his own and resuming the slow, steady stroking on his hard shaft. 


"Kneel," Nikki barked, making an open-palmed downward motion with his hand toward his feet. 

Jon stepped forward and knelt as directed 

"Stand," Nikki instructed, making the same motion toward the ceiling. Jon frowned but stood as was told. 
"Kneel," came the repeated direction. Jon knelt again. 

"Stand," Nikki restated. 

"For fuck's sake," Jon muttered under his breath. 


Nikki, if he heard Jon's comment, paid no attention but stepped around Jon to the pile of clothes on the sofa. He scooped them up and dropped 
them on the floor at his feet. Turning back to Jon, he said, "Pick them up." 


Jon exhaled, frowning again, feeling his erection flagging once more from lack of activity but he took the few steps needed to close the 
distance to Nikki, who was looking very imperious in his high heels and arms crossed over his chest. 


With green eyes watching him carefully, Jon bent over to retrieve his clothes off the floor, dumping them on the sofa once more. 

"Kneel." 

Jon knelt: 

"We will continue this way until your lesson is complete. Rest assured, little pup, that you wil) complete your lessons to my satisfaction" Nikki 
picked up the messy pile of clothes and dumped them on the floor again and again, making Jon repeatedly stand to pick them up then kneel 
before tossing them to the floor. 


"What the fuck, man," Jon exclaimed, unable to keep the explosion of annoyance down any longer. 


The sharp crack of Nikki's palm across his cheek sent Jon's head whipping around to the side and stars sparkled behind his eyes. He closed his 
eyes with the pain but also to hide the exhilaration that he felt from Nikki's strike. 


"L am unable to punish you properly tonight for your outburst and disobedience," Nikki said between his clenched teeth. 
Clamping his jaw shut, Jon maintained his silence, still unwilling to give Nikki the satisfaction of showing any pain. 


Nikki threaded his fingers through Jon's hair in an assuaging manner. "Now, stand and pick them up again. This time you will fold them neatly 
as | have done. | expect you to observe closely and anticipate my unspoken requests." 


Once the simple task was completed to his satisfaction, Nikki repeated the original stand and kneel instructions but varied it with new 
commands like wait, squat and squat with spread legs, and on all fours using Jon as a footstool, correcting his posture and positioning, until 
Jon's knees started to shake and Nikki was satisfied with Jon's response times to each new task he signalled. 


"Good! Much better, pup!" Nikki said, finally, caressing the cheek he had so recently abused. “Time for a break. Go wait on the bed for me." 


Obediently, Jon walked to the bed and sat nervously on the edge of the bed He was unsure if he should sit where he was, lie down or even 
be on the bed at all. 


He felt slightly strange. Kind of like how he felt after a long run; hot, tired, sore but exhilarated, buzzing as though his blood had been turned 
to soda pop. 


But the thing that was also a surprising similarity was the peacefulness and sense of calm that he'd felt toward the end when Nikki allowed 
himself to smile and praise him once or twice. 


He would have kept going, he knew had the stamina for it, just to see his Sir smile at him like that again 


But then..he touched his face as he let the thoughts flow around him..to be on the receiving end of that slap once more... That 
dark thing deep in his belly swirled dangerously when he thought about it too much. 


"Get comfortable, pup," Nikki said, returning to the bed. "The bedding is replaced after each couple so you won't catch anything. For future 


reference, when | tell you to wait for me at a particular place, you'll kneel in the spread position" 


Jon looked up blankly, his thoughts torn away from the erotic slap by his Sir's voice. "Yes, Sir," he replied and scooted over the ruby red 
linens to the abundant nest of pillows. 


"Whilst you're waiting for me," Nikki continued his tutelage, "you'll find yourself a calming headspace." 


Nikki held both the Jack Daniels and a bottle of mineral water in his hands. He held the mineral water out to Jon. "Drink, pup," he said, placing 
the liquor bottle on the nightstand and proceeded to slowly unbutton his sweaty black shirt. 


Jon, who had started drinking the Perrier at Nikki's command, found himself less able to continue to hydrate as each button slid open to 
reveal the bassist's chest and belly. Once his arms were free of the damp fabric, Nikki hung it from one of the anchor points on the bed 
frame. By this time, Jon had stopped drinking altogether and was watching him with rapt attention 

Nikki was about to reach for the zip on one of his boots when he noticed Jon "Would you like to do this, pup?" he asked, indicating the zip. 


"Yes, Sir," Jon breathed. 


"Then drink a little more. When you have done that, come kneel before your Sir," Nikki commanded. "Now that you've learned a few basics and 


your responses have improved, you may receive a reward." 
Jon smiled, pride swelling in him at Nikki's praise. 
But it also took him aback slightly. 


He'd never been one to take orders so willingly since he was a kid and his dad had taken the shaving strop to his backside after some 
childhood misbehaviour. It had stung like a bitch and it hurt every time he sat down for the few days afterwards. 


But somehow it had also felt a little thrilling..especially when he'd looked at the thick, red welts across his bare ass in the mirror at night in 
the shower. He remembered his fingers ghosting over them and the sizzle he got deep in his gut. 


Oh. Wait.. 
The dawning of realisation hit him square in the gut and he even groaned softly. 


"Everything okay, pup?" Nikki asked, tilting his head to one side. 


Jon glanced up, seeing the green eyes watching him carefully. The look was appraising, judging, considering, looking for any sign that he, Jon, 
was having some kind of crisis. 


"Just perfect, Sir," Jon replied, putting the lid back on the bottle of water and placing it tidily on the nightstand, before he slithered gracefully 
down to the floor to kneel at Master Nikki's feet. 


NEES DA 


The Blackwood Suite Pt 2 


The Blackwood Suite Pt II 
Nikki POV 


Nikki had been ready to give his new puppy a break, but it seemed as though that had been placed on the back burner for the moment as he 
watched the singer move off the bed willingly and kneel, waiting for further instructions. 


It had been interesting watching the younger man settle into his newly found subspace. Jon had moved from excited over-eagerness, through 
frustration and anger and onto quiet determination to get things right. 


Jon had worked hard, even with the outburst, which Nikki had to admit was a deliberate act on his part. He wanted to see how Jon would 
handle being pushed to his limits and without clear instructions, hoping that he would have noticed the way Nikki had carefully folded his 


jacket earlier. 


His little pup was a perfectionist at heart and it was Nikki's duty to break that perfectionist's grasp on his perceived control, smash it into 
smithereens, and educate him on the complex art of letting go. 


His pup had earned a slap for his outburst and Nikki would have loved to have dealt out a slightly harsher punishment. But they were not 
playing under a binding contract as yet and therefore Nikki was restrained, by his own word as much as the club rules, against any other 
discipline than the use of his hands. 


Nikki had expected to see shock and outrage in the blonde after the slap but instead, those blue eyes had deepened into an inky sapphire blue 
and his mouth curled up infinitesimally, showing Nikki his underlying excitement at being struck on the face. 


ff only his little girle fans could see their pretty little pretend boyfriend now, Nikki thought to himself, all naked, submissive, kneeling at the feet of 
Nikki fuckin’ Sixx and, if | have my way, about to swallow a whole lot of Sixx dick 


When he'd taken off his shirt, his new protege's eyes almost bugged out of their socket. Nikki had half expected Jon's tongue to roll out over 
the bed and onto the floor, like some naked and depraved cartoon character, when he'd reached for the zipper on his boot moments ago. 


Nikki exhaled happily at seeing Jon kneeling at his feet, vibrating with energy and puppy vibes as he licked his lips in anticipation of being 
allowed to pull the zippers down Nikki's legs. 


"What are you waiting for, pup?" Nikki said, looking down his nose at the blonde and arching his eyebrow. "You have my permission," he 
continued, adding, "but teeth only," when Jon raised his hands. 


Jon looked up at him, his hands fluttering mid-air like hummingbirds hovering around a flower. "May 1." he stuttered. "May | touch your legs 
first, Sir?" 


Nikki nodded, but stayed silent as Jon caressed his booted foot from toe to heel, reverently circling his fingers around Nikki's ankle before 
using two hands to sweep up the rest of the shiny leather boot. He exhaled slowly, silently, and adjusted his stance as the blonde's tousled 
head dipped between his legs, feeling the warmth of his face against his thighs. 


Nikki grasped a handful of Jon's hair and held it out of the way so that he could watch the blonde mouth and tongue at the top of the boot, 
only releasing the locks when the pull tab was successfully held between teeth. He allowed his sub to hold his balance with his hands braced 
on the floor this time, but should the moment arise again, Nikki would bind them behind his puppy's back. 


He'd known Jon for a while, through Doc's management, and they'd hung out together now and again. He was nce , Nikki mentally shrugged, 
bordering on the little too nice, nothing outstanding..or so he'd thought. 


Nikki respected Jon though, even if his songs were a little bubblegum-poppy for his tastes and he gave him some good-natured shit about it 
whenever he could. Jon's vision, drive and ambition for his music and his band matched Nikki's own; it was a level that he could appreciate and 


connect with. 


Nikki felt the zip lower slowly, as though Jon were savouring the hiss the teeth emitted on the descent. Jon's enjoyment of his task gave Nikki 
an idea for the contract they would need to complete tomorrow and it might enhance the idea 


"You really like my legs, huh?" Nikki commented as Jon nuzzled back up the inside of the exposed leg to reach the top of the other. 
"Mmmm..so thick and juicy, Sir. And so very sexy," came the muffled reply before the other zipper lowered, leaving the leather of the boots 
to fall to the ground gracelessly around his feet. Without instruction, Jon placed one hand on the back of Nikki's left leg, steadying him whilst 
easing the boot from his foot, repeating the assistance until Nikki was standing in his socks. 


"You've done that before," Nikki commented. 


"Yes, Sir," his pup replied. "I used to work in a shoe store. Kinney's Shoes. The calves are the most erotic, curvaceous part of the leg. The way 
it sweeps down," he traced his fingers lightly over the back of Nikki's leg, "to the delicate bone structure of the ankle before rounding the 
heel to the arch." Jon's tone changed as he explored Nikki's leg and foot, yet it was indefinable. 


Nikki couldn't help the twitch in his toes, as well as his dick, when Jon's fingers unconsciously tickled the instep of the foot he was 
demonstrating with. Nikki had to admit, his new pup was good at seduction 


No wonder the little girlies cream their white cotton panties over him, he scoffed to himself. 


He tugged at the laces on his pants, reached into the opening and freeing himself, asking, "Are you still looking for something thick and juicy, 
pup?" 


The blue eyes that looked up at him widened as Nikki pushed the soft leather down to his thighs, revealing his cock, standing proud from his 
body, not quite fully erect but enough to make intentions clear. 


"Like a starving man, Sir," Jon breathed, eyeing the cock in front of his face hurgrily. 

"| know what you want, pup. | can see it in your face, in your eyes." Nikki felt himself swell even harder, the thick veins popping out down the 
length, at the obvious desire coming from his pup. "But everything comes with a price. What are you willing to do, my puppy, to earn your 
Sir's reward?" 


"Anything." Jon's answer was breathy and eager. 


"You know how to suck cock then?" he asked, arching an eyebrow down at the kneeling man. It was a loaded question, he knew, just as much as 
it was unnecessary just by the look on Jon's face. 


"Ive been told I'm quite good at it, Sir," he replied with a conceited smirk. 


"lll be the judge of that, pup," Nikki quipped. He was curious about the history behind Jon's statement but he also didn't want to be compared 


to Sambora or anyone else. He knew he was beyond comparison, 


He spat onto his hand before touching himself. The room was littered with bottles and tubes of lube but it seemed that Sikki had decided to 
make his presence felt by doing things in the basest way possible. 


Nikki could feel his other self scratching and clawing to be released, at the dark siren's song coming from the man at his feet. Given the 
chance, Sikki would defile Jon in the worst possible way without even blinking. He gave his darker self a determined push back into the 


shadows, for now. 


Threading his fingers through Jon's hair, scratching lightly as his scalp, soothing him, distracting him. "Hands behind your back," he instructed 
as he tightened his fingers, and, when Jon gasped in pain, he pressed the head of his cock through the singer's open lips. 


He exhaled slowly as the heat engulfed him. The tightening of Jon's lips, forming the perfect seal, made him hum appreciatively. Feeling Jon's 
tongue familiarise itself with his cock, Nikki concentrated on keeping his breathing under control. "That's it, puppy,” he crooned. "Nice and slow. 
Stamina is the key here." 


The torrid wetness of Jon's mouth, his saliva feeling like molten lava around him, the slow suction on the pull back before the inexorable need 
to plunge back down into the depths of the singer's throat. He was amazed how muscular Jon's throat was in comparison to Tommy's and 
figured that it was the difference between being a full-time lead singer rather than just backing vocals. He idly wondered if Vince would be 
capable of the same acrobatics before his attention was brought back by Jon's need for air and the way he was pushing his head back 
against Nikki's hold. 


Nikki held his grasp in Jon's hair, holding his greedy pup away from him for a moment, building the anticipation. Jon's brows furrowed when he 
couldn't reattach himself, as he wanted to, and he let out a little whimper of frustration. 


"No! Don't stop there..! want more," Jon whined in frustration. "Please, Sir," he added as an afterthought. 


"You like my cock filling your throat, don't you?" Nikki purred to his pup, giving his head a little shake. The only outward show of pain was the 
widening of Jon's nostrils and the sharp inhale of breath. 


"Yes, Sir," Jon replied from between his teeth. 


"Then take it!" Nikki said, forcing himself back against the clenched teeth, bruising the lips that covered them. Feeling Jon's initial, startled 
resistance until he opened wide, Nikki sank swiftly inside, the feeling was reminiscent of the pop of a girl's maidenhood, something he'd 


experienced on several occasions. 


"| know you can take more," he said. He'd given Jon the courtesy of starting off gently but it was now time to escalate proceedings. "That's 
it," he encouraged as the flutter surrounded him again, "take it all." 


Jon hummed in both pleasure and protestation as Nikki fucked his mouth. That pretty mouth glistened with the saliva and precum, making 
both his lips and chin slick, dripping from the small, stubbled cleft to the floor, sometimes catching on the tip of Jon's stiff and desperate 
cock, combining with his pool of precum on the floor. 


"Watch those teeth, pup," he cautioned as Jon started to tire slightly, "unless you're prepared to find out what it does to me when | use 


mine.” 


Seductive darkness was swirling deep in Nikki's belly. Sikki was pacing, stalking, battering at the walls that confined the sadist in him. Sikki 


wanted to destroy the novice, to restrain him and flay him, and leave his mark on him. 
It took Nikki every ounce of willpower to force Sikki back and fortify the cage that he belonged in. 


His need was spinning, curling, growing, creating a vortex as his release clawed its way to the surface and he would not..could not..allow Sikki 


to be a part of it. 
Not yet, anyway. 


"Swallow me down Relish it," Nikki continued. "And when | come, you will not waste a drop of my seed or we will do this over and over again 
until you can take it all” 


Releasing his tight hold on Jon's hair, Nikki swirled his fingertips over the scalp to soothe any hurt that lingered, although he had already 
noted that his pup was now beyond recognising the sensation as pain It seemed that his pup had successfully made the transition into his 
first subspace. 


Nikki was close, so close, but like the well-trained Dom he was, he also recognised that his novice pup needed his reward too. 


"You've pleased me, pup," Nikki praised, the restraint needed to hold his climax back temporarily, clear to him in his voice, if not to Jon. "You 
may touch yourself. But," he cautioned, ignoring the zing of electricity the hum of pleasure from his pup gave him, "you will come only when | 
say so." 


Holding his climax in check for a few moments, building the anticipation and watching his pup working himself slowly. The Dom in Nikki stood 
back objectively for a moment to take stock of how Jon seemed to be fairing. He seemed to be in a low level subspace, fully aroused, not in 
any pain or distress; coping well, in other words. 


Let me loose on our puppy, Sixx. Then make your evaluation, you vanilla~assed prick 
"No!" The low growl was the only warning he gave before Nikki surrendered to his desperately needed release. 


"Cum for me now, pup," he instructed, breathlessly, and immediately felt the buzz of Jon's relieved groan vibrate against his length, sending a 
frisson of electricity straight from his dick and up his spine, a shimmering bolt of quicksilver that signified his complete surrender to his 
body. 


"Mmm..tuck, yeah.," Nikki moaned a few moments later as his body propelled thick creamy spurts of seed down the open throat that 
convulsed around his dick as Jon struggled against his gag reflex. Hips bucking erratically, Nikki's balls contracted up against his body and he 
could feel the stubble on Jon's chin rasp against the soft flesh of his sac. 


Carefully, Nikki pulled out of Jon's mouth, fearing the novice sub's sharp teeth in the throes of his orgasm, and finished the final few 
expulsions of cum over his pup's surprised face. Nikki grasped Jon's jaw in his splayed fingers and bent to lick his face clean in long strokes of 
his flattened tongue, finishing with a deep, forceful kiss. 


Jon's grunts suddenly changed pitch and his body jerked and shuddered as he emptied himself futilely over the floor, whimpering into Nikki's 
kisses. 


Nikki released Jon's lips and placed soothing little kisses over his face, shifting the best he could considering he was partially clothed, to hold 
Jon close through the final throes of his orgasm. 


"Shh, pup," he murmured against the sweat-damp hair. "I got you. | got you, puppy." He continued the soothing murmurs until Jon had stopped 
shaking and had started to sag against him. "C'mon, puppy," he said, starting to cramp up himself. "Up on the bed. Let me get us both cleaned 


up. 


Jon's satiated, vacant gaze turned his way. The creases between his eyes deepened when he frowned and said, "Huh?" 


Nikki gave him a lopsided grin. Definitely in a light subspace; not so deep that he was unresponsive but neither was he fully aware of his 
surroundings. 


Making sure Jon was able to sit unaided, Nikki pushed to his feet, stripped out of his pants and socks, leaving them in a crumpled pile for the 
moment, before offering his hand to Jon. Helping him to his feet and allowing him to find his balance, Nikki then cupped the shorter man's 
face, forcing him to look at him. 


"You did well, puppy," he said and dropped a tender kiss against the abused lips. "Consider that your first session," Nikki continued, turning Jon 
and coaxing him onto the bed. "It was relatively light but you still achieved a comparable subdrop. I'm very pleased with that. You're definitely 


a natural." 


Jon had curled on his side, facing Nikki, and had pulled a pillow to his chest to cuddle. "So sleepy," he muttered, unsuccessfully fighting back a 


yawn. 


"Don't fall asleep just yet, pup." Nikki found the bottle of water Jon had been drinking earlier and offered it back to him. "Drink the rest of 


this then I'll clean you up in the shower." 


"Don't want a shower," Jon pouted but took the proffered bottle. "I had one earlier." He sipped at the water and added a contrite, "Sir." 


"You did," Nikki agreed, tersely. "But as your Dom, you'll do as | say. Disobedience will not be tolerated in the future and will earn punishment, 
as will brattiness." Nikki turned toward the wet room and started walking, saying over his shoulder, "I expect you to be in the shower within a 
minute." 


Through the glass walls Nikki could keep an eye on Jon, relying on his innate submission to compel Jon to follow the directions given to him. 
And as predicted, before Nikki had finished adjusting the water temperature, Jon slid from the bed and stepped into the shower room. 


"Cmere, puppy," Nikki said, holding his hand out to Jon He deliberately kept his tone gentle, hopefully to convey that the scene was coming to 
a close. When Jon stepped closer, Nikki linked his fingers into the younger man's and pulled him close, enveloping him into a hug around his 
shoulders. 


Jon, who was slightly shorter than him, snaked his arms around Nikki's waist and curled his head onto his shoulder, an anomaly from having 
Tommy up tight against him. Nikki was almost the same height as Tommy and their hugs became quite comical as they fought for 
supremacy in the simple show of affection Jon was somewhere between three and four inches shorter than him and tucked himself neatly 


beneath Nikki's arms. 

But the biggest difference was the sensation of having so..much..goddamn.chest hair against him. It was both arousing yet irritating. Nikki 
couldn't figure out if he did or didn't like it and had to force himself not to squirm. To disguise any discomfort, Nikki started a gentle sway, a 
slow dance that only he could hear, manoeuvring them both under the warm spray of water. 

"Hmm," Jon sighed. "This is nice." 

So his puppy liked cuddles and warm water; Nikki made sure to file that information away for future aftercare use. Nikki shifted one arm so 
that he could easily splay one hand over Jon's back and, using the water to aquaplane, slowly follow his spine down and back, something that 


he knew Tommy enjoyed also. 


Again, he was reminded of the subtle differences between his two submissive men. Where Tommy was tall and lean, Jon was more compact, 
slim and yet curvaceous..especially in the ass that his hand was now appreciating and exploring. 


Nikki smirked into Jon's hair and thought, Apart from the fuckin’ shag pile carpet, the fuckers got more in common with Heather than Tommy. 
They stayed like that until Nikki felt Jon start to shift and fidget a little; the ascent from subspace completed. 

"How are you feeling, pup?" Nikki asked, pushing his companion away gently but still keeping a firm grasp on Jon's arm with one hand whilst 
reaching for a washcloth and a few pumps of the Dom In 8 special blend body wash. The club had commissioned a luxury, PH balanced, skin 
care, lubricants and cleanser range for use in all their playroom wet areas. 

"lim okay," Jon replied around another yawn. “Tired..obviously.” 

"Good," Nikki nodded, changing his grip on Jon to place his palm in the centre of his chest and pushed him back further into the shower spray. 
He also held the washcloth in his other hand under the spray and scrunched it up a couple of times to distribute the foam through the cloth. 
"Time to clean up, baby." 

"| can do it," Jon said. "I'm not dead on my feet like last night," he added, holding his hand out for the washcloth. 


Knowing that Jon had left subspace, Nikki wasn't too surprised when he felt Jon's pushback, 


Nikki lightly slapped the hand away. "This is my job as your Dom, pup," he began to explain. He pointed to a couple of hand holds above their 
heads. "Hold onto those and don't let go until | give you permission. 


"If we'd played hard out there," he continued, as he dropped to kneel at Jon's feet, "it would give me a chance to check on you..for injuries and 
such, and to see if any further medical attention would be needed." 


"How often does that happen?" Jon asked. 


Nikki glanced up to see Jon looking back into the playroom. He gave a little shrug and said, "It's not unusual to have some injuries. Depends on 
the participants and their kinks." 


"Have you had injuries? Do Dom's even get injured?" 


"Sure they can, if they're not careful," Nikki paused his brusque washing of Jon's legs. He'd normally be more careful with his assessment 
time but, considering the worst Jon was going to feel tomorrow would be stiff muscles, he felt that just a quick wash would be sufficient to 
rid him of the sweat. "The mundane stuff like pulled muscles, bites and scratches are pretty much expected" 


"But..a simple whip can be a deadly weapon if it's used incorrectly," Nikki resumed his washing, moving to the back of Jon's legs. "Strike your 
submissive in the wrong spot, for example across the spine here," he reached up and ran his fingers across Jon's lower back, "and you could 
paralyse them, or rupture their kidneys." 


He found a knot of tightness in Jon's left hamstring, making him hiss and shy away when he touched it. Nikki laid the washer over his 
shoulder whilst he worked the knot loose, pressing and rubbing at the muscle. "Also," he continued, "if a sub is having a bad sub drop, freaks 
the fuck out, or something like that, they could pick up any number of items out there and assault their Dom." 

"Holy shit!" Jon exclaimed. "Has that happened to you?" 

"No, thankfully. Tommy and Heather have always been well-behaved," he said, ignoring Jon's gasp of surprise and continued rubbing his 


knuckles hard into the crease where the thigh met with the glute. "But that's why there are very strict rules and training. Is that feeling 
better?" 


"Yeah," he replied, sounding surprised and testing his leg. "Thanks..| didn't know it was knotted until you touched it." 


Nikki stood, pushing his damp hair from his eyes, and doing the same for his pup, revealing the clear, blue eyes. "You're welcome," Nikki said 
with a lopsided smile. "Time for little Jonny to get washed now." 


"How about you fuck off with the little, huh?!" Jon exclaimed, but the epithet held no heat, and Nikki watched the blush creep over his neck 
and cheeks. 


"Don't worry," Nikki smirked, "your secret is safe with me. He's a grower though, ain't he?!" He patted the flaccid cock affectionately, gently 
washing it, including Jon's balls, through his legs and into the crease of his ass. 


"Jesus Christ," Jon huffed softly, trying to shift himself away from the thorough washing. 

"Stop," Nikki chuckled, hooking his hand around the back of Jon's neck and kissing him into silence. "One thing you have to learn is that there is 
no place for modesty in this relationship. Besides, little Jonny has already proven that he works perfectly well and that's the main thing, 
right?!" 

He kissed Jon again, letting his tongue explore the depths of his pup's mouth whilst he fondled the compact package with slick fingers into 
some semblance of arousal even though he'd been thoroughly drained, his other was cupping Jon's chest, squeezing and tweaking the nipple 


until the blonde was moaning helplessly. 


Nikki pulled away slowly and smiled when Jon, whose eyes were still closed, seemed to follow him by leaning forward, his open mouth was pink 


and puffy from the kisses. 


One blue eye cracked open in confusion and frustration. It shut again momentarily before Jon opened both eyes. 


"Fuck," Jon swore softly, ducking his head in embarrassment. "Jesus Christ..who the fuck am |?!" he muttered with a shake of his head. 


"That's what we're going to find out, pup." Nikki gave Jon a moment to collect himself, not bothering to hide the fact that he was equally 
aroused, by turning toward the dispensers to replenish the wash gel 


He moved to stand in front of Jon as the multiple shower heads rained warm water over them from above. Nikki studied Jon for a moment, 
just as he was being openly considered by the blue eyes. Jon was wet and bedraggled but still disgustingly attractive. He'd also delighted Nikki 
with his willingness to remain in position whilst being thoroughly bathed by him. 


He allowed a small smile to play over his lips as he cupped Jon's cheek, rubbing his thumb over his full bottom lip before tucking sodden 


tendrils of hair that had stuck to Jon's face, behind his ears. Nikki dropped a brief kiss to Jon's mouth before ducking under his arms to 
stand behind his pup. 


Squeezing the foam from the washcloth over Jon's back, watching the rivulets of suds follow the hollows of his spine down to the cleft of his 
ass. Foregoing the washcloth, Nikki smoothed the soapy trails over the expanse of flesh with his hands, relishing in the twitches and grunts 
Jon was making when he stumbled on sensitive spots or slipped a finger between his ass cheeks. 


"Now..time to tackle that rug you've got there," Nikki said, returning to stand in front of Jon. 


"tm a hairy guy, what can | say," Jon shrugged awkwardly, with his arms still raised above his head as instructed. "Blame my parents, | 
guess." 


Threading his fingers through the wet chest hair with one hand, Nikki used the washcloth to introduce the soap into the crisp curls and soon 
had it lathered from neck to pubis. "Don't you ever get cum in all of this fur?" Nikki asked, rinsing the suds carefully with a hand held 
attachment. 

"Way too many times," Jon said wryly, his mouth tugging up into a smirk. "Dot likes it. Richie, not so much," he added. 


"How'd you manage to skip out on both this weekend, anyway?" Nikki asked, offhandedly. 


"Richie, | think | mentioned, wanted some alone time,” Jon sighed. "We had a fight. He thinks | should tell Dot..about us. And | know | should... 


but." Jon exhaled then continued, "and | sent Dot and her family on a last minute vacation for a week." 


"Not ready to let the rest of the world know that Jon Bon Jovi is, what?! Gay?!" he questioned, as he moved on to wash Jon's neck before he 
attempted his hair. He didn't care about the girl, chicks equal trouble, man, but he was curious about the relationship between the two men 


"Not gay..definitely bi," Jon conceded. "But, yeah, if Doc or the record company found out that their moneymater;" his face twisted bitterly 
over the word, "and his guitarist were fucking then we'd be dead in the water, and you know it. You're probably one of the few that would 


understand." 


"Fair point," Nikki nodded. "So your chick is just for appearances then? Do you even love her?" He tossed the washcloth to the side once he'd 
finished with it before reaching for the shampoo, pumping a generous handful from the dispenser. 


"Yes and no," he replied before emitting a groan when Nikki's fingers slid into his hair and massaged his scalp. "Fuck..that feels so good," Jon 
moaned, falling silent for a moment whilst Nikki worked the foam through the tangled strands. "Do | love Dot, that's the question for the 
ages," he sighed. "Yes, | love her but I'm not in love with her." 

"She's gonna be your beard," Nikki stated and Jon nodded in return Changing the subject, Nikki asked, "Ever thought to shave it?" 

"What?!" Jon snapped his head up. "My chest? Sure..but never did anything about it. 


"What stopped you then?" 


"Never had a good enough reason to, | guess," the blonde shrugged. "You wanna do it?" 


The comment stopped Nikki in his tracks. "You'd trust me?" 
Blue eyes bored into his green ones. "With my life, Sir.” 
The simple comment was like a punch in the gut for Nikki. It was visceral and personal. 


He and Jon were friendly adversaries in the music world, pitted against each other by management and fans alike. Nikki had never had any 
issues with Jon on a personal level regardless of what he might say in the press..it was all just a show. Just like Jon's girl, it seemed. 


However, he never expected Jon to lay himself open after less than two days in each other's company. Tommy, yes, definitely..but not Jon 
Truth be known, he was grateful for the trust..and a little intrigued at how far he would be able to push that. 

"I have an idea," Nikki said. "Stay," he added which earned him a soft snort of derision from the younger man. 

"Yes, Sir," Jon chuckled lightly. 

Nikki shook himself like a dog, to rid himself of the excess water that clung to him before reaching for a towel and wrapping it around his 
waist. He stepped out of the wet room, leaving Jon in the warmth of the steamy shower, and hurried to his jacket. He fished around in the 
pocket, and retrieved his switchblade. With a deft flick of his wrist, the blade was free and gleaming in the muted lights of the playroom. 

| lke the way you're thinking, Sixx! Its about time you got your hands a little dirty with this one. 

Sikki's menace oozed its way to the surface again, slimy and foul, making Nikki's nose wrinkle in distaste. 

"Not yet, asshole," he muttered out loud, and cast a look over his shoulder, seeing Jon watching him. "Not yet." 

Nikki folded the knife back into place as he walked back to the wet room. He stepped through the door and made his way to the faucets to 
shut off the water, careful to keep the knife concealed. Stripping the towel from his waist, Nikki used it to dry Jon's chest, making the crisp 
hair stand up and away from the skin. 

He stood back, revealing the knife and letting the blade free once more. Jon's eyes bulged wide. 


"Ready to come clean, pup?" 


we keen 


The Blackwood Suite Pt 3 


The Blackwood Suite Pt 3 
Jon POV 


Jon tracked Nikki's exit from the shower room before finally taking a moment to study his surroundings now that he wasn't as addle-brained 
as had been when he was led into the bathroom. 


It had been the strangest feeling, this subspace thing that Nikki had spoken about. It was like he had been put under some kind of twilight 
anaesthesia or something. He could hear, see and feel everything that was happening but there was some kind of disconnect. 


Jon looked up to where his hands stayed rooted to the narrow beam; he knew he wasn't fixed there by any means but he felt compelled by 
something within him to obey Nikki's command and earn his praise. 


"This has got to be the weirdest fuckin’ weekend ever," he muttered to himself. 


He looked out into the main room again, his eyes touching on all the equipment in and around the room until he stopped at the big, wooden 
cross and that strange, fluttering started up in his chest and gut again as it had earlier. 


Those flutters, the ones he only felt when he was pinned, arms held above his head or behind his back, beneath Richie in one of his more 
assertive moods, which usually happened when Jon had been over thinking work too much. 


Cmon, Jonny, enough for the night, huh? 

/ got this schedule to look over first Nothing's gonna work until L. 

Get outta your head, Jonny, or HI give you something else to contemplate. 

Or, on the rare occasion, when he had deliberately been a brat, teasing his unsuspecting guitarist on stage with a look, a touch or a 
whispered fuck me hard/quick/now/later/all night long in his ear during one of the less taxing solos, to get the unconsciously desired rise out 


of him. 


He'd even tried to introduce a little kink into his sexlife with Dot, but she would just scrunch up her nose and say something like, That's just 
weird, honey or the one that cut the most, What kind of pervert have you become whilst out on the road? 


The trouble was, he knew he'd been a pervert long before Dot had arrived in his life. 


It had always given hm a dirty little thrill, browsing through the magazine racks, pretending to be interested in various safe magazines when really 
hed have one of the X-rated ones opened in between the pages of the latest TV Guide or some music or muscle cars. And the dirtier, more 
explicit, the headier the feeling he got. 


He would have been about sixteen or seventeen when he'd stumbled across his first gay porno rag. It had been shoved recklessly beneath a stack 
of Tiger Beat issues that were advertising the latest teenage heartthrobs. 


Hed pulled one of the innocuous tabloids from the stack in the guise of trying to picture himself on the cover one day, only to see the image of a 
man's naked Torso from behind, his wrists bound in some red ropes, blazoned across the front of the porno rag, staring up at him from the display 
beneath the one he'd just taken 


don had gaped at the image; his mouth had dropped open slightly, and his breathing had hitched It wasnt so much the artfully smooth curves of 
the man's spine that led down fo the full ass cheeks, which reminded hm of the perfect summer peach with their dusting of hair, delineating them 


from being female, but the bound wrists that made hm swallow heavily. 


He glanced nervously around the store and noted that the cashier was busy with a line of people. Making a hasty decision, Jon grabbed the 
magazine and shoved it inside his jacket, the smooth, glossy cover made it easy to slide into the sleeve around his arm. He glanced up again, hoping 
that the attendant hadn't spied him in the security mirror but was relieved fo see that the line hadnt moved due to a difficult customer. Deeming 
that he'd gotten away with the light-fingered purchase, Jon casually strolled through the store briefly, hoping to make it look like a casual, regular 
visit before exiting 


The magazine seemed to burn, cutting through the sleeve of his sweater, to imprint the image of the bound hands and naked ass against the soft 
skin of his inner arm as he threw himself into his car and left the parking lot as calmly as he could. Driving aimlessly, he tapped his fingers against 
the steering wheel as he thought about the magazine still tucked in his sleeve. 


He knew he definitely couldnt take it home; his mother could read her sons’ faces like the Bible that was kept in the living room just like the good 
Catholic family she'd hoped they'd be. If his mom found the magazine, she would drag Jon by the ear down to the church and stand outside the 
confessional until he'd been granted absolution for his sins. 


ff he confessed to, not only simple theft, but theft of a gay pornographic magazine, there was no way hed be able to look Father Flamery in the 
eyes on a Sunday after that. 


Nor could he leave it in the car; his friends from school were nosy pricks and thought nothing of going through each other's cars looking for food, 
cigarettes or condoms if they had got lucky enough for their girlfriend to agree to put out. It wouldnt be a problem if it was a girle rag, with large, 
perky breasts and slick, pink pussies on every page. His friends would laud him as a hero. But a gay porno mag would ensure that he'd be a dead 
man walking. 


Truth be told, Jon wasn’t even sure what was inside the pages. He just knew that something drew him fo it and it was that same thing that was 
now currently making his dick uncomfortably hard He shifted in the driver's seat and pressed the heel of his hand against his erection as he drove, 
hoping to quell if, but the pressure just made it throb harder, making him groan out aloud 


He looked around, figuring out where he was, and, taking a chance that it would be relatively empty at this time of day, headed for a secluded 
make-out spot not too far from his current location. As though his dick had heard his thought process, it became impossibly harder and eager for 
relief, and Jon found he had to concentrate a little more as he navigated the familar streets before pulling off onto a dirt track in a heavily 


wooded area. 


There were a few after-school visitors, those looking for a httle afternoon delight, but no car looked familiar as being any of his friends from 
school He drove slowly, but not so slowly as to make it look suspicious. He didnt want to draw attention to himself as being a lone occupant or 
have anyone think he was being a peeping tom. He pulled into a litte outcrop shrouded by trees and bad weather. It had been raining most of the 
day and the afternoon was dark and gloomy. He put the car in park and killed the engine. 


What the fuck was he doing?! He gripped the steering wheel tightly, turning his knuckles white as the magazine in his sleeve torched him, taunting 
him, calling to him to take it out and reveal the contents 


He swivelled in his seat again, making sure that he was stil the furthest away from the road before carefully removing the stolen magazine from 
his jacket. He pushed his seat back as far as it would go and laid the book in his lap, smoothing out the front page with his hands, leaving them 
resting over the image as he worked up the courage to open the pages. Jon scoffed ironically to himself when he saw that his fingers and thumbs 
had formed a triangle over the image of the bound wrists 


Hs thumb brushed over the picture of the coils of rope. He imagined them around his own wrists, feeling the burn as an unknown person pulled the 
rope Tight, the erotic sinking feeling of helplessness as he was restrained from moving 


The swoop deep in Jon's belly had him almost doubled over with the force of it. Hs balls ached and his cock was begging to be freed from the 
confines of his jeans. Jon's groan echoed in the silence of his car when he pulled his zipper down carefully and freed himself, making sure he'd be 


able to cover himself should anyone venture too close. 


And he hadn't even opened the front cover. 


With trembling fingers, Jon brushed the opening edge briefly before slowly opening the cover. Predictably, he was met with the contents page with a 
few advertisements. He flicked that page over hurriedly, feeling slightly ill with an odd combination of eagerness and disgust at hmselt. 


He found himself thumbing slowly through the pages, his senses being overloaded with images of men in various states of arousal, restrained with 
ropes, cuffs, leather straps and other means, bent over and on top of, pieces of equipment that Jon couldn't even comprehend Some bodies were 
completely nude whereas others were dressed in leather, latex, studs or chains. 


Hs teenage body was leaking copious amounts of precum, dribbling down his cock and over his balls to pool uncomfortably in his jeans. He touched 
himself and almost bucked off the seat, smacking his thighs against the steering wheel 


"Fuck!" 


Hs heart was racing as much as his mind was. This! This was the thing he didnt know he needed in his life. This was the feeling he'd gotten when he 
touched the welts after he'd earned himself the strap from his father. 


He only had to stroke hmself a couple of times before his balls contracted up to his body, to expel the load of thick, creamy seed over his hand 
and leaving long strings over a particularly erotic photo of a man spread over a table of some description, his ass cheeks in various shades of red, 
the hairfree hole drawing Jon's gaze as much as the paddle wielded by a faceless second man 


"Shit.oh, fuck!" Jon had groaned, his head thrown back against the headrest of his seat as his hips bucked upward, forcing his dick in and out of his 
fist, slowing and stuttering as the tremors ebbed away. 


Later, after cleaning himself and the pages up as best as he could, Jon did the unthinkable and cut the bottom seam of his car seat leather using a 
screwdriver, found a reasonably clean takeout bag to protect his treasure and forced it into the front of drivers seat for protection, away from 


prying eyes. 


And there it stayed for many months, undiscovered by others but well used by himself, until music started to overtake every moment of his 
waking life. Eventually, one wet and windy New Jersey day, now believing himself to be deeply in love with the girl from his history class, Jon had 
relinquished his forbidden and well-worn keepsake to the elements in the woods. At the same time, he'd vowed to himself that he would forever 
bury the deviant side of himself deep down 


And he'd succeeded for the most part..until Fate had put Richie Sambora in front of him. 


The water suddenly shut off and Jon, startled, whipped his head around to see what had happened. He was perplexed to see the brunette 
turning from the faucets and making a beeline for him, whipping the towel from around his hips as he approached. Jon hadn't even seen Nikki 
walk through the door, or if he did see him, it certainly didn't register. 


There was something in Nikki's eyes that both thrilled and scared Jon. Nikki didn't look any different from a few moments ago other than a 
hint of darkness in his green eyes. Hefting the towel in one hand Nikki swiped at the excess water, drying Jon's front in long strokes before 
changing to a side to side motion He stopped and tossed the towel in the general direction of where the wash cloth had landed. 

It had all happened so quickly that Jon didn't have a moment to register what was happening until Nikki stood back, his eyes gleaming and his 
mouth pulled up into a smirk. Bringing his other hand up from beside him, Jon heard the click a moment before a glint of steel under the 
bathroom lights as the knife flicked open once more. 

"Ready to come clean, pup?" 


"Wha-what?!" Jon gasped, swallowing hard. 


"Your pelt," Nikki said, shifting his free hand through the curls and giving them a sharp little tug. "You said you trusted me, right?" 


"Right." He drew out the word as realisation of what Nikki might have in mind surfaced. 

"Shave time," Nikki said, baring all his teeth in a maniacal grin, wiggling the knife in front of Jon's face. 

The statement brought a new wave of heat to Jon's blood, as though it had coagulated suddenly. It felt viscous and sticky in his veins, as his 
heart struggled to pump the goo through his system but giving up and having it settle deep in his gut. Hs breathing started to shallow out 


as the familiar pulse of thickened blood made its way to his cock. 


"Hmm," Nikki hummed, slowly running his finger down the centre of Jon's chest, his hand eventually making contact with Jon's blossoming 
erection "| see someone who likes the idea of being clean," he said, green eyes sliding down to appraise Jon's physical reaction. 


"Or maybe this," he continued, taking Jon's cock within his grasp but just holding it, "is for my blade." He expertly twirled the knife in his free 
hand in front of Jon's face, making the blade flash in the light. 


Nikki chuckled darkly, his smirk pulled the corner of his mouth up tightly. "Ohh... think I've found the reason that lil Jonny is eager tonight." 
"Maybe | won't stop at your chest and belly," Nikki said, releasing Jon's dick and flattering his palm over his belly and Jon hissed, his muscles 
twitching as though he'd been burned by the touch. "Maybe | should hoist your legs apart, or, better yet, spread you over one of the 


benches out there, ass up, and start from asshole to neck" 


Jon's gut clenched and his breath shuddered at the imagery swirling around in his brain. He tightened his grip on the beam above his head 
when his knees threatened to give out. 


This! 

Nikki's not-so-subtle threatening undertone was what he wanted, what he needed! 

This is what he craved . 

He wanted it all, the implied threat against him, the power exchange, the pain that would lead to ultimate pleasure. 

Jon dropped his head and closed his eyes, trying desperately to regulate his breathing enough so that he could force the words out. He 
exhaled and slowly raised his eyes, blazing blue from beneath his hair to Nikki's considering green, and growled, "Do it. Sir." The last word was 


diamond-edged hard, slicing through any fears and doubts. 


Nikki's mouth twitched upward, his green eyes flashed with fire and he emitted a noise that was something of a cross between a purr and a 


growl. 
"My, my," Nikki tutted. "My little puppy's balls have dropped, it seems.” 


He placed the knife blade between his teeth and tugged one of Jon's arms down and gave it a vigorous, almost painful rub to get the 
circulation moving, repeating the same on the other side. 


"Think about a safe word for use later," Nikki said once he'd finished and taken the blade from his teeth. 


"But for now, the traffic lights will work well enough," he continued as he ran his hands over Jon's torso, studying him as a hair stylist would 
before the first cut. "Red for stop, yellow for pause, green for keep going. Got it?" He gripped Jon's chin so that he had no choice but to look 
at him. "You don't want me to continue at any stage, you fuckin’ yell out red and | step back. Understood?" Nikki held his face, fingers biting 
into his cheek, until he nodded. 


"Understood, Sir," Jon replied There was no way he was going to call red and become that dreaded white toast type of person he'd always 
fought to avoid. 


Nikki stilled for a moment, his head lowered and eyes closing, his chest barely moving unlike the hand that held the knife. The blade twisted 
and twirled, catching the light, luring Jon's attention away from the man that wielded it. 


The blade ceased its incessant twirl, stopped in one movement and Nikki raised his head. When the green eyes opened, Jon would have sworn, 


by the danger that lurked behind them, that, for just a few moments, someone else had inhabited Nikki's body. 

"Are we ready, pup?" Nikki said, in a slightly deeper tone. 

Jon licked his lips and nodded. "Yes, Sir," he managed to verbalise. 

"Better hold that pretty hair out of the way," his Sir said, "lest it get caught beneath my blade. Hands behind your head this time." 


Jon moved into position, making sure to scoop his wet hair up and secure it beneath his hands. His chest he could cover up..for the public 
anyway..until it grew back again. His hair on the other hand was non-negotiable. 


Nikki nudged his legs wider, saying, "Shoulder width apart. You'll last longer and it's more stable." He gave Jon one final adjustment and 
appraising look, nodding once when satisfied. "Traffic light?" he asked 


Jon made one final mental check before answering. "Green, Sir." 
"Good," Nikki replied and placed his left hand on Jon's left shoulder, forcing Jon's head up and out of the way with his forearm. 


Jon fixed his gaze onto the door since he was unable to watch what was happening but he wanted to be focused on every sound and touch, 
to commit them to his memory. 


His eyes closed at the first touch of the cold steel against his flesh, mouth fell open on an exhaled ahh and he felt a shudder of pleasure 
shimmer just below the surface of his skin 


The first scrape was barely recogrisable but he heard the scritch scritch scritch of steel against his skin along with Nikki's huff of 
satisfaction as he felt the first hairs fall onto the tops of his bare feet. 


Nikki's steady breathing, the firmness of his Sir's hand on his shoulder, pulling the skin taut as the blade touched the flesh, were all important 
to the memory file but paled in comparison to his gut feeling of finally . 


Jon's fingers flexed against the back of his skull with each new slice of hair that fell from him. He felt exposed and raw, not only in the 
physical realm but in the emotional sense as well. It was as though his pervert was being set free. 


Oh, how he hated that term, and, at the time, he'd hated Dorothea for calling him that. Inadvertently or not, the slur still had cut deep. 


All thoughts of Dorothea were swept from his mind when Nikki pinched his nipple as the blade scoured the hair from around it. Jon grunted 
from the unexpected pain, yet his body betrayed him with his body suddenly diverting what little remained of his blood flow down to his dick. 


Nikki chuckled as the little nub hardened between his fingers. "You like that, pup," he commented blandly. "They need protection," he added. "One 
slip," the knife blade shot down beneath the nipple to solidify the point, "and it would bye bye litte nip." 


Jon's gut contracted with sheer thrill taking his breath away, that danger-induced twisting-turning, head spinning rush that signalled the 
onslaught of a black-out orgasm. Unbidden, his thoughts slipped back to his teenage self and his first la petite mort: 


He'd been thinking about his planned visit to the woods all day, especially when Dorothea said she was going to the mall with her girlfriends. It had 
been a day similar to the first tme he had gone alone to the secluded spot and the magazine seemed to burn against his back on the drive. 


He took the turn-off and carefully made his way past the few brave souls that had desired privacy for their own reasons. As usual, he pulled his 
car into the furthest spot from the road and easily retrieved the magazine from the confines of the seat. h the last few weeks, it had started to 
become worn and ratty around the edges, and some of the pages had suffered multiple splodges of cum despite his best efforts to clean them up. 


It didnt take him long, his teenage hormones having run rampant all day through school, for him to reach the heady heights of pre-climax. Hs 
imagination was in overdrive as he pictured himself bent over the bench or the Dom's knees, his ass red raw from the 


spanking/paddling/flogging/ whipping he'd received, the implement used having changed multiple times through the day. 


Hs balls throbbed incessantly and his head started to spin and his hand flew up and down on his cock. Breathing had become almost unbearable and 
his chest hurt from the effort of drawing oxygen in Hs throat was raw from the noises he was trying fo hold in when all he wanted to do was 
scream at the top of his lungs. 


Suddenly, the wave crested above him, threatening to drown him in sensation as his body exploded in the most spectacular fashion, causing the 
world around him to wink out into blackness as surely as someone had cut the electrical supply to his brain functions. 


He woke up moments later, dizzy and disorientated, almost-flaccid cock still in his hand, which was copiously covered in his cum. Shaking his head to 
clear the fogginess, Jon took a quick look around to make sure no one had heard him or seen him. He dug around with his clean hand for the wad 
of paper napkins that he now kept conveniently stuffed down the side of the console and cleaned up, both himself and the magazine, tossing the 
soiled handful out of the window for Mother Nature to whisk the evidence away into the thickets of underbrush 


Tucking himself back into his pants, he ignored the fact that he'd passed out for the moment, as he slid the magazine back into its concealed 
pocket in the seat. He'd ruminate on what had happened.later... 


Unintentionally, Jon groaned aloud, both at the memory and from the touch of the blade against his breast. 


"Hmm," Nikki hummed, catching Jon's eyes. "Where'd you go just then, pup?" he asked, head tilting to one side. "You looked..raptured. Care to 


explain?" 
"Do | have to, Sir?" Jon asked unsteadily, not quite ready to unmask himself to that extent just yet. 


"Interesting," Nikki said, gazing at Jon consideringly before resuming his task. "It is neither here nor there at the moment, pup, but there'll be 
no more secrets after tonight." 


Nikki tapped the blade lightly against the centre of Jon's chest, tiny pinpricks from the sharp tip echoed through Jon like tiny shards of glass 
beneath his skin, before resuming his task of removing the hair from around the dusky pirk, fleshy discs. 


Once they'd been exposed, Nikki surprised Jon by taking the closest bare nipple into his mouth and suckling on it, teeth nipped and scraped 
lightly and his tongue teased and soothed. Nikki's empty hand slid around Jon's waist as he moved to the other to tease it in a similar fashion, 
bending Jon back slightly for better access. 


Nikki's tongue dragged across the newly bared skin, and Jon couldn't help the guttural moan that bubbled up from his throat when he felt the 
buds rasp against the stubbled facial hair. "Oh, god, yesss," the end of the word elongated through his clenched teeth. 


His Sir chuckled and the vibrations shot straight through to Jon's core, causing his hips to buck in response. In return for his lack of control, 
Nikki bit down sharply on the turgid peak between his lips making Jon snap and snarl in pain. 


" Jesustuckingchrist |" 


Nikki stood back letting Jon stumbled slightly from being released suddenly. "That was a case of fuck around and find out , pup," he said, 


anchoring his hands on his hips. "You rut against me like an animal again and there'll be harsher punishments. Do you understand me?" 


Jon wasn't paying full attention, more intent on doing a visual check of his nipple to make sure it was still attached, for him to register that 
he had been asked a question, until Nikki stepped up, toe to toe and roared, "I said, do you understand me?!" 


With his heart pounding uncontrollably in his chest and his cock harder than it had ever been, Jon's lips parted enough for him to capture his 
bottom lip between his teeth. He looked at Nikki through his lashes, the green eyes challenging him, as he slowly, seductively ran his tongue 
over the edge of his upper teeth, then over his bottom lip. 


"Yes, Sir," he purred, and when Nikki's nostrils flared angrily and jaw popped, he had to fight the smirk that threatened to pull at his mouth. 


"Count yourself lucky, pup," Nikki growled, "that | gave my word that | wouldn't use any implements on you until the contract is signed" He 
looked down at Jon's body and back again. "Don't expect me to be as careful anymore though," he said, arching his eyebrow at Jon. 


The words, the subtle threat behind them, sent a frisson of electricity shooting up and down Jon's spine. "Yes, Sir," he breathed, trying to 


keep the eagerness out of his tone. 
"Position," Nikki barked and Jon straightened his spine, blowing out a steadying breath to settle his mind and body once more. 


The brunette worked diligently, albeit significantly rougher, at clearing the rest of the hair from below Jon's breastbone, adjusting his grip as 
he worked, and even at one point started humming the tag line from Prayer to him. 


Jon had to work hard to remain focused as the first nick of his skin sent his mind careening off, hurtling toward the edge of the cliff like a 
runaway car. Concentrating on the sting that the tiny cut had left, he almost swooned when the next happened and it started to trickle with 
blood, the heady scent of iron suddenly filling the air. 


Nikki hummed softly and offered up a droll, "Oops," as he shifted to his knees to access the hair on Jon's belly. Nikki touched the tip of his 
finger to the crimson rivulet, swiping it up toward the cut and pressed his finger against the sliced flesh. 


"Jesus, " Jon hissed softly. His cock bounced impatiently close to Nikki's face, which was promptly grasped and vice-like fingers pinched just 
below the head, forcing a grunt from Jon It left him throbbing in pain instead of excitement, but he willed himself not to show any reaction 


Pain is what you were looking for, asshole. The echo of Dot's repulsed voice sounded in his head. You wanted ths, you pervert Youre a dirty, 
sexual deviant, aren't you?! 


Ím not doin’ that fo you, Jomny! Richie's shocked voice joined in. / can't do that. Its not.its not right to cause pain when | love you 
"Hold it, pup. Don't you dare cum on me," Nikki growled, interrupting Jon's introspection "Do not forget that | hold a blade." 
Jon felt the flat of the steel run along the underside of his dick. 


"You don't want to tempt Sikki out of his cage just yet, pup. He's there, he's watching," Nikki said, his voice dark and menacing. "He's wanting 
blood. Fresh, new blood" 


Jon felt so close to exploding, shattering into infinitesimal shards, that his head was starting to spin. 
Nikki released the pinch so that he could finish the last of the hair removal, the dark, thick patch above the eager appendage. 


With every swipe of the blade, slice of skin and puff of breath from Nikki against his over-sensitised bare skin, Jon felt himself sinking 
further and further into the overwhelming morass of impending orgasm. 


"Aha!" Nikki exclaimed softly as the last few strands of pubes fell to the floor. He pushed into a standing position and studied his handy work 
briefly, making adjustments where he'd missed small patches. 


Jon's breathing was laboured, his nostrils flaring as his head swam, barely holding onto consciousness let alone his control. Without any 
warning, the lightning-quick slice of the blade on his lower belly had him losing control. His orgasm consumed him, swallowing him whole and 


blackness overpowered him; his will, his body and consciousness no longer under his domain. 
The last thing he heard was his Sir's alarmed epithet. 
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The Blackwood Suite Pt 4 


The Blackwood Suite Pt 4 
Nikki POV 
The knife slid as if through butter across the soft, newly exposed belly and, from his cage deep within Nikki, Sikki rejoiced. 


Not a millisecond after the first crimson beads appeared along the small scratch, because that's all it had taken to graze the surface, Jon 


grunted, a long shuddery noise. Moments later, Nikki was splashed with ropes of creamy jizz from the convulsing man standing above him. 


"What the fuck?" he managed to get out before Jon's knees gave way and he started to fall. Hastily, Nikki dropped the knife just in time to 
catch Jon awkwardly before he hit the ground. He was out cold. 


Nikki sat on the cold tile floor, cradling the smaller man Jon was still breathing and Nikki checked his pulse; jumpy but strong, fairly typical 
for post-climax. Nikki huffed a relieved breath followed by a wry chuckle. 


Jonny-boy had knocked himself out cold with the force of his orgasm. 

YES! Sikki cried out triumphantly in his head. Orgasming without permission is a punishable offence..and you know it, Sixx. 
"Yes, but-," Nikki said out loud, catching himself with a shake of his head 

He disobeyed your direct command, Sixx! Make him suffer. Make. Hm. Bleed! Sikki screamed in his head. 


"NO! Not yet," he snarled from between his teeth. He's not ready. He doesn't understand the rules. He didnt know he should safeword if he was 
foo close. Nikki fought to push the darkness in him back again 


Who cares? You see the knife. There it is See how bright it shines. Imagine sliding it deep into that pale skin You just have to reach out and take it.. 


"| said. Not. Yet!" Nikki growled aloud. Nikki squeezed his eyes closed and shook his head, trying to dislodge the thick slime his alter-ego coated 
his thinking with. 


Quickly, he stretched out one foot and deliberately kicked the knife hilt, sending it skittering across the slippery floor to the furthest corner 


of the wet room, before returning his attention to the senseless man in his lap. 
"Jon?!" He smacked Jon's cheeks lightly. "Puppy?! Wake up." 


Nikki could feel the body in his arms awaken when muscles that had been loose and limp in sleep started to tighten up again as consciousness 
began to return to the younger man. The insensate, lax face pulled into a frown, the brows drawn together, and his head rolled back and 


forth. 

"That's it," Nikki crooned. "I got you, puppy. Can you open your eyes for me?" he asked, tapping Jon's face again. 

Jon's eyes opened and the blue orbs cleared as they focused on Nikki's face. "What the..?" he moaned and struggled to sit up. 
"Take it easy," Nikki said, helping him into an upright position "Just take it slowly.” 

"What happened?" Jon asked, looking around. 


Nikki could see that he was trying to piece it all together. Now that Jon was clearly recovering, Nikki was beginning to see the funny side of 
their predicament. 


"Well, you busted both nuts all over me then blanked out," he said with a chuckle and pushed from the floor. "Had to catch you before you 
cracked your skull open Has that happened before?" he asked, holding his hand out to Jon. With each passing moment, his pup was looking 
more and more alert, so he deemed it safe to get him up from the chilling tiled floor. 


"Er..once or twice," Jon admitted, sheepishly. "It's been awhile though," he shrugged. Nikki held him steady for a moment. "I'm.'m sorry...you... 
um," Jon's hands fluttered around his shoulder and neck before pointing at Nikki. 


Nikki glanced down at his chest, removing one hand from Jon to swipe through one of the sticky ropes of cum that had cooled and smeared. 
He looked at it and shrugged. "Not the first time I've worn a pearl necklace," he said with a wink, "and probably won't be the last. You did well 
to hold on for that amount of time for a novice, though. The blackout is a little more worrying, but we'll discuss that later. 

Moving to the far corner of the room, he scooped his knife from where it had skittered over the floor, inspected the blade and made 

a fch noise. "Gonna need to sharpen that now," he muttered to himself before folding it closed and returning his full attention back to Jon. 
"How are you feeling, pup?" he asked. 


"Bone weary, Sir," Jon replied. "But okay," he added. 


"Go wait for me on the bed," Nikki instructed, placing his knife on the basin counter. "I'll be there as soon as | wash off," he added as he 
started to fill the basin with warm water. 


"Yes, Sir," Jon nodded. 

"And drink some water," he instructed, reaching for yet another washcloth as Jon stepped out of the wet room. 

"Yes, Sir." 

Through the glass, Nikki watched Jon walk to the bed and stop, picking up the water bottle and finishing the rest off. He glanced up to look at 
Nikki, who gave him permission with a simple nod of his head as he swiped at his chest with the cloth, and his puppy then clambered up onto 


the bed, proceeding to curl up on his side, hugging a pillow as he'd done earlier. 


Nikki found this particularly endearing. Whenever he shared a bed with Tommy, his lover's arms and legs seemed to take over any spare 
space, which is why Nikki usually ended up as the big spoon, capturing the errant limbs within his own to hold them still. 


Nikki finished cleaning up the last of the cum tentacles, tossing the used washcloth into the pile of previously used cloths and towels, knowing 
that the cleaning crew, most of them submissives whose greatest pleasure was to serve, would take care of everything. 


He towelled himself dry and wiped his knife down the best he could, making a mental note to clean it more thoroughly in the morning. Leaving 
the wet room finally, Nikki dimmed the lights on his way out and walked toward the bed. 


Sleepy blue eyes blinked open before Jon tapped his fingers on the bed, silently asking for his Sir. 


Nikki smiled softly and slid beneath the sheet, dragging the pillows behind him so he was in a semi-recline. Once he settled himself, he said, 
"Come here, puppy. Sleep now..you're safe here." 


Jon hummed happily and shuffled over on the bed, placing his head on Nikki's belly and flinging his arm across his hips. "I like this," he 


mumbled and was almost instantaneously asleep. 


Nikki was too wired to sleep just yet. He was still working his way out of his own Dom headspace; the sudden need for coherency when Jon 
blacked out was out of the norm for him and had jangled his usually unflappable dominant side. 


By now, if he was with Tommy, they'd both be hot and sweaty but satiated and exhausted, barely able to think coherently, not lying in the 


semi-darkness with a relative stranger, albeit a very attractive and sexy stranger, waiting for his body and mind to calm enough for sleep. 


He didn't blame Jon for his lack of satisfaction, he would just wait until tomorrow to take his new submissive for a ride..after they'd both 
signed the contract. 


He, or more insistently, Sikki, was more than curious about Jon's reaction to his blade. It wasn't the actual shave that had his puppy blowing 


his load. It had been that final swipe of the blade, that slice through his soft skin, that had brought about his la petite mort: 


His darker side had now tasted his puppy's blood and was impatiently baying for more. And somehow, Nikki didn't think that was going to prove 
to be a problem. It seemed that the public, sugary-sweet, golden-boy Jon Bon Jovi, was a closet slice-and-dice pain-slut. 


| want him! 
The faint voice echoed darkly in his head again. "Can't," Nikki said out loud. "There are rules." 


Burn the rule book! The voice was getting louder the more Nikki entertained it. Dominik is weak, feeble minded We can overrule his pissant 
regulations. 


"Only if you want to be under a lifetime ban, asshole," Nikki hissed softly. 


Phht! So typical of little Frankie to follow the rules. You were always a weak little mama's boy. Oh, wait..even your mommy left you coz youre so 
pathetic. 


Nikki clutched at the side of his head with his free hand while the steady breathing beneath the other hand grounded him to reality. He eyed 
his jacket over the back of the sofa, the small baggie of white powder in the hidden pocket called his name. 


Go on.go get it. You know you want to..coz youre a deadbeat junkie loser, Frankie. Just lke your mom. just lke your dad. 

"Nol" Nikki growled. "I'm better than them! I've made something of myself" 

"S everything okay?" 

Nikki gave a small, startled jump as Jon shifted beside him, rolling back onto a spare pillow and Nikki immediately missed the warmth and 
connection Nikki sighed, closed his eyes for a moment and gave Sikki an almighty shove back into the depths of his consciousness, along with 
the allure of the cocaine across the room. 

"Yeah, baby," Nikki said, dimming the lights further with a push of a button at the head of the bed. "| was keeping watch over you. Go back to 
sleep," he added as he slid down further into the bed. "Roll over, baby," he added and as he had done the right before, Nikki wrapped his arm 


around Jon's waist and pulled the blonde against his chest. 


He placed his hand over Jon's heart, soaking up the steady, regular beat and finding comfort in the fact that he wouldn't be sleeping alone 
tonight. Jon snuggled back against him, forcing his ass against Nikki's crotch in a very enticing way. 


"Stop squirming, pup,” Nikki softly growled into his hair, proceeding to give him a slight nip on his shoulder. "| thought you were tired" Jon's 
brief, silent chuckle shook them both. 


"Hmm," the singer hummed. "I was. | am! But," Jon slid his fingers into Nikki's, pressing both hands tighter against his chest, "you feel good. | 
always have to be the big spoon with Dot so it's nice to be the little one once in a while." Jon wiggled his ass again, deliberately, and said, 
"Besides, l'm hoping I'll be dreaming about this tonight” 


"You do, huh?" Nikki asked, suddenly feeling the unfurling of desire, like the budding shoots of new leaves emerging from the fecund soil. 


He spread the fingers on the captured hand and, with the way Jon was curled, managed to reach both of the smaller man's nipples with his 
thumb and pinky. Jon's body convulsed at the touch and his sharp intake of breath through his teeth made a soft hissing noise. 


"Have you fulfilled your dreams already tonight?" Nikki purred, just behind Jon's ear, thrumming his fingers over the nubs, feeling them swell 
and stiffen under his attention just as his own cock had. He shifted his hips just enough to allow his rapidly hardening member to brush 
against the lower ass cheek on its rise and nestle naturally in the crevice between the two rounded muscles. 


"Not enough," Jon's breathless and husky voice replied. 


His fingers curled tightly against Nikki's where they joined over his chest, and a tremor ran through Jon that reminded Nikki of a 
thoroughbred horse at the starting gate. 


"Then we'll have to rectify that, won't we," he said rhetorically, using his chin to shift Jon's hair from his neck. He licked the delicate shell of 
his puppy's ear before taking the lobe, earrings and all into his mouth. He toyed with the gold rings, enjoying the soft chink of the precious 
metal against his tongue, tugging on them with his teeth. 


"Oh... fuck ," Jon cursed softly. His breathing had changed from the light, on the verge of sleep, to a deeper, controlled bellowing of his 
stomach and chest wall as Nikki moved his lips to the soft skin just below Jon's ear. 


He mouthed at the spot, feeling the rasp of the freshly sprouting facial hair of the younger man against the inside of his upper lip. Baring his 
teeth vampirically, Nikki scraped them menacingly across Jon's carotid before taking a bite and suckling, primordially marking him more 


intimately than Sikki's cuts and slices. Jon inhaled and shifted his head, silently allowing Nikki further access. 


Nikki's fingers continued to circle the nipples in opposing directions, making the tremors that ran through Jon increase in intensity and 
frequency. He felt the push of Jon's hand, guiding Nikki's to the lower pectoral. His fingers stayed over Nikki's, shadowing every move that 
was made and Nikki could tell by the curl of the fingers when he did something that felt good. 


Nikki lingered at his tasks, enjoying the slow seduction of exploring Jon's skin, touching places on a new body, sliding his cock through the 
crevice of Jon's ass and discovering the noises and movements coming from the younger man. 


Again, another subtle difference between his long term lover and Jon, was the unhurried foreplay. Even at Tommy's slowest pace, there was 
still the undercurrent physical of energy that fuelled his twin in everything he did. With Jon, the source of his life-force was more cerebral, 
letting his body react in a more unconscious way. 


Jon shifted, twisting the top half of himself and Nikki moved out of the way, pushing up onto his elbow to look down onto him. 


"Damn!" Nikki cursed softly. "Sorry, baby. Looks like | made a meal out of your neck" It was covered in purplish blotches of bruised skin, 
mostly small dots but there were a couple that would not be hidden by the fluff of blonde hair. 


"| don't think you've quite finished yet," Jon replied and slid his fingers into Nikki's hair, pulling him down greedily. 

Nikki acquiesced and kissed him deeply, letting his own fingers on his braced arm delve into the soft hair in an awkward tangle of limbs and 
contorted bodies. His upper hand roamed freely over his pup's newly-shorn chest and stomach, relishing the small, uneven patches, and the 
way Jon mewled and twitched, sometimes violently, beneath his hand when he touched the nicks and cuts from the blade. 

Thats it..make it hurt, Sixx..make him beg for mercy..hahahahahaha... 

With a growl to the insidious voice in his head and moving deliberately from the sweet, hungry kisses, Nikki nibbled down Jon's slightly 
indented chin and neck, feeling his Adam's apple bob up and down with each heavy swallow or the vibrations from the moans he emitted, to 


the hollow at the base of his throat. 


He felt the bite of Jon's fingernails in his flesh as he moved lower, laving his tongue in wide stripes over the stubbled chest, encountering a 
nipple and latching onto it with a sharp bite. 


Jon cried out, his back arched upward, the reaction suddenly breaking the spell of the unhurried heavy petting into a more frenzied need. 


Teeth became sharper, bites and suckles were harder, hands pushed and pulled without mercy and fingers pinched and scratched; the need to 


own, possess, consume increased ten-fold. 
"Please..," Jon pleaded breathlessly, pressing his ass against Nikki's over-sensitised flesh, grinding against him without shame. 


"Jesusfuckingchrist,” Nikki swore, wrenching his mouth from whatever piece of flesh he was feasting on. "Look at me," he growled, forcing 


himself to put some distance between himself and the seductive blonde. "I need to know that you want this," Nikki said. "That its not just." 


"| trust you, Nikki," Jon said, his blue eyes sapphire-dark with lust but clear. "I trust you, Sir," he said again with a level of sincerity and 
honesty that hit Nikki viscerally. 


"No take backs, no regrets?" Nikki asked, searching Jon's face for the most minute evidence of hesitation 
"No take backs, no regrets," he repeated. 
"Then we're playin’ safe," Nikki said, regretfully rolling away from the heat that Jon was emitting, "for both our sakes." 


He reached into the large bowl of condoms and pulled out a handful of brightly-coloured, square packets, quickly discarding the ones that 
wouldn't fit to the floor. 


"Hurry..please..," Jon said, stroking himself slowly with one hand and caressing Nikki's back and down to his ass with the other. 


Nikki held the pack between his teeth while selecting some lube before rolling to his back. Resting the lube on his belly, he ripped the foil open 
and removed the latex before tossing the empty square to the floor to join the other rejects. 


Holding the tip he rolled the latex down his length with efficiency but he was surprised his fingers shook as much as they did. He was no 
novice at this, for fucks sakel 


Another thing was that he didn't know what to say to Jon He and Tommy would have said they loved each other several hundred times over 
by now, as any lovers would But the relationship between him and Jon was new-growth; not borne out of love, but wants and needs. Respect 
was definitely a contributing factor, but love and affection would need to be nurtured over time. 


"Lie on your side again," Nikki said, "and pull your top leg up." He snapped off the seal on one of the ampoule style tubes of slippery gel and 
squeezed it out onto his fingers before sliding them between Jon's ass cheeks, spread wide allowing Nikki access to his most vulnerable 


entrance. 


He touched the cool gel against the sensitive pucker and it responded eagerly, grasping for more, the aperture clenching and releasing as Nikki 
probed the muscular ring. 


"That's it," he cooed as his middle finger eventually penetrated through the final defence. " Fuck you're so tight," Nikki marvelled. "You okay?" 


he remembered to ask "I wanna get another one in." 
"Do it," Jon grunted. "I'm fine." 


Nikki fought to control his breathing, his head was swimming just imagining his dick being squeezed by the prehensile muscle. Sweat ran in 
rivulets down his neck and back, making a little soft plop from his ripple, where the droplets clung like a dewy jewel, onto the sheet below him. 
Breaking open another small phial of lube with his teeth, Nikki spat the discarded top over his shoulder before squeezing the extra liquid over 
the remaining fingers that waited to explore Jon's heat. 


Nikki withdrew his middle finger enough to allow his index finger to fold in underneath before slowly easing them both back in together. Jon 
groaned into the bedding below and his ass constricted tightly at the intrusion 


"Shh..shh..almost there," Nikki murmured, dropping tender kisses wherever he could while he waited for Jon to adjust to the extra fullness. 
"That's it, baby. Let me in..you need at least another finger before my cock" 


As soon as Jon's body relaxed a little, Nikki worked diligently but quickly to open the muscle further, scissoring his fingers, stretching the 
muscle, and stroking and massaging the spongy bundle of internal nerves until it had almost doubled in size. 


"Mmm..." Jon moaned. 


He hadn't stopped moaning as soon as Nikki's third and then fourth fingers had managed to enter him. Some had been long, keening noises that 
echoed off the soundproofed walls and others had come out as breathy little sprites that danced closer around their heads. 


"That's it, baby," Nikki grinned as he gently extricated his fingers. "I'm gonna fuckin’ make you sing in a moment, Jonny." Smearing the last of 
the gel on himself, Nikki inhaled sharply and his hips bucked peremptorily at the touch on his sheathed, over-sensitive skin. 


"Last chance to back out, baby," he said, guiding his cock through the slippery channel of Jon's ass cheeks. 
"No..take backs," Jon panted, "no...regrets!" 


"Fuck, baby, | could easily get addicted to you," Nikki groaned, scooping Jon's top leg even higher, and positioning his tip at Jon's slick entrance. 
"So flexible..," he said in amazement, "and so fuckin’ sexy." He pushed slowly into the molten heat, feeling himself being consumed by it. He 
squeezed his eyes closed for a moment, hoping that the room would stop spinning. 


Jon's groan of ecstasy was matched by his own and Nikki swore it was like the greatest melody ever written as he finally felt himself bottom 
out at the root. "Jesus fuck |" he swore loudly as the muscles contracted around his length. 


It was wondrous, glorious even..and nothing he'd ever expected or imagined that would happen when Jon had appeared at his front door the 


night before. 


He was Nikki fuckin’ Sixx and could avail himself of any warm and willing body that threw themselves at his feet looking for the smallest 
skerrick of attention and, no doubt, the same could be said for Jon..but by some fluke or twist of fate, they had ended up in the one bed 
with the mutual goal of absolute destruction. 


"Fuck!" he swore again as Jon's body fluttered around him. "Goddamn it..Sambora's a lucky fucker." He held still for as long as he could, feeling 
Jon's body vibrating with barely controlled energy in his arms and around his cock. 


He dropped his head to Jon's shoulder and licked at the flesh beneath his mouth, taking little bites, willing Jon to show some kind of sign that 


he was ready to continue. "You okay?" he murmured. 


"M fine," came the hoarse reply, accompanied with the slightest movement, a small push backward on his cock, as though he expected more 
length to be there. "Need to..remember this," the word came out on a hiss when Nikki gave a gentle rock of his hips. "Mmm," he whined and 


returned the movement with one of his own. 
"Jesus. " Nikki groaned. 


It was what he'd been waiting for, and he pulled out slightly before pressing back in, constantly judging and feeling for any hesitation. His free 
hand roamed hungrily over Jon as he shifted position slightly and slowly worked hard to find the right penetration depth and rhythm that 
suited them both. 


Nikki stretched out behind Jon at one stage, giving his lower arm and shoulder a break, as his upper arm scooped under Jon's arm, up his 
torso to his neck and gently spread his fingers around the singer's neck. 


He liked this position, he decided. He could still hold Jon tightly against him, reach all the necessary erogenous zones and show some form of 
affection with deep, salacious kisses, but it wasn't as intimate as face to face, like he would be with Tommy. It offered him a modicum of 
protection against the unguarded and trusting blue eyes. 


Watching his lover's hazel eyes change into a deeper hue then blow out wide during his ultimate destruction, was Nikki's favourite part of 
making love with his drummer. 


Straight doggy style was reserved for the backstage sluts and random bodies that he allowed into his bed, or couch. No eye contact and no 
kissing involved; just pure, unadulterated, dirty sex for physical release only. And if he and Tommy were double-teaming, then they'd instruct 
the willing bodies below them to make out so that he and Tommy could grab quick, illicit moments over top. 


"Nikki..Sir..-1 need to..." Jon panted hoarsely, then swallowed. 


Nikki released his grip slightly when he felt the effort it took for the throat muscles beneath his palm for Jon to speak. "Shit..sorry, baby," 
Nikki replied. "Fuck, Jonny..you feel amazing, baby." 


He shifted to his elbow again, so he could look down at the blonde. He was curious if he would have the same visceral reaction to Jon's face 
when contorted in sublime release as he would with Tommy's. 


"!m.so..ngh..close," the blonde said. "Jus..ch god, right there..." 


"God damn!" he exclaimed in surprise. Nikki felt the bundle of nerves deep within the chamber of Jon's ass swell even further once he figured 


out the precise spot. He'd never encountered something like that. 


He was nearing his own climax, exhausted, sweating profusely but also wanting to draw out the moment for as long as he could. The affection 
he held for Jon was growing with each passing moment that the man spent beneath him. 


"You wanna cum, my puppy?" Nikki growled. 

Finish him, Sixx. Don’t be pussy-weak, asshole..FINSH HM! 

"NO!" Nikki screamed mentally at the voice in his head. 

"Yes! Please..god, please," Jon pleaded, his hands working himself, his cock and his nipples, as his head rolled back and forth on the pillows. 
"Look at me," Nikki said and Jon's blue eyes, dark and glittering, turned up to him. "I'm with you, puppy..cum for me.” 


Nikki could almost pinpoint the moment to the second that the tidal wave of orgasm crashed over Jon He hung on for as long as he could, 
feeling privileged to be able to witness Jon's complete destruction, similar, yet somehow totally different to the two previous times. 


" Yes!" Nikki cried, triumphantly. "Fuck..yes! God..ungh..." His words were taken from his mind, from his mouth as the chainreaction hit him. 
Unconsciously, he reached for Jon's hand and slid his fingers between the others, clutching them tightly. 


The squeeze of various muscles, the flutters, twitches and tremors, all constructed his ultimate downfall into oblivion as his body attempted 
to expel his life-force deep into Jon's trembling body but was stopped by the latex barrier. Fireworks and paisley swirls were filling his mind 


and his synapses crackled and zinged around inside his skull. 


Nikki had enough presence of mind to extricate himself gently from Jon, both whimpering in response, tying off and disposing of the condom in 
the waste basket conveniently located beside the bed, before he collapsed onto the pile of pillows beside Jon. 


His heart was hammering within his chest wall, making his blood pound in his veins, the whoosh-whoosh of it loud in his ears. His throat was 
dry, his lungs burned, and he was glad he was lying down because Nikki didn't think his legs would hold him upright at the moment. 


"Holy shit," Jon exclaimed as he rolled over to his back also, flinging his arm over his eyes. "S been a while for three times in one night," he 


added. 


"Sambora's not doin’ it right then," Nikki replied with a chuckle. 


"Hmm," Jon hummed, noncommittally. He rolled to his side to face Nikki, propping his head on his hand and picked at the sheet. "I've tried to 
get him to..you know, be a bit rougher during sex..but..” 


"He wimped out?" Nikki offered. 
"Yeah" 
"| can see that," Nikki nodded as he tried to dredge up every encounter he'd had with the guitarist. 


Whereas Mick was a straight-forward, no-nonsense, curmudgeonly motherfucker, Sambora seemed to be more on the softer side, a born- 


too-late hippy-dippy type of guy. 


But, Nikki thought, the Bon Jovi guitarist always had radar-like goo-goo eyes when the singer was anywhere in the room when their bands 


were together. 

Nikki rolled to face Jon, mirroring his earlier relaxed state. 

"You know," he said, breaking the silence, "I really only brought you to the club to shock you. | made the call to have you added to the guest 
list while you were throwing out zeds on my couch last night. | expected you to run like hellhounds were after you, when you first figured 


out what kind of clientele it catered for." 


Jon shifted onto his belly, propping himself up on his elbows. "I almost did," he said with a lopsided grin "But you left me sitting there with my 
dick hanging out, so where the fuck could | have gone?" 


Nikki smirked at Jon. "Not for long though," he qualified. "But then when | got you in here you melted into the sub role like it was made for 
you," he said, looking up into the blue eyes that were watching him. "The offer is still on the table, pup, if you're interested," he said, softly. 


"Oh, | want," Jon answered eagerly, with an embarrassed duck of his head. "But..man, you live out here and | live back East," he lamented. 


"Then there's Richie to think of, and you've got Tommy, and Heather, too | guess. How the fuck would it work?" 


Before Nikki could speak, Jon met the watchful eyes and continued, "I trust you, Sir. You're the only one, it seems, that truly understands 
where I'm comin’ from, ya know? Maybe Tommy, but." 


Nikki shifted to his elbow and leaned into Jon and kissed him. "Thank you, Jon," he said after he pulled away. "That means a lot to me.” 
He lay back down, looking at the ceiling, and scooped his arms behind his head. He thought about Jon's valid points about the logistics of it. 
Nikki could see the potential in the blonde and he'd really like to have him close by to be able to train Jon fully, but deep down he knew that 


it was impossible. 


Practicalities first. He sat up, crossed legged in the middle of the bed, and rested his elbows on his legs, steepling his fingers in front of him 
as he thought, absently staring at Jon's smooth ass. 


This was what he was good at. Ideas, planning, engineering, coordinating - masterminding. 


"The way | can see this happening is that when you're out here in California, and you need to get your freak on, we can come to Dom In 8," 


Nikki said, holding his hands out to indicate the room. "And vice versa if | find myself out there.” 


"| have no idea if there's anything like this place back home," Jon said. "But I'd rather not be seen there, if there is. There's that saying about 


animals never shitting where they eat." 


"Then when l'm in town," Nikki said, after contemplating the options, "you come to whatever hotel I'm in or we find another one. Location is the 
least of the issues. | usually travel with a few discrete items anyway and no one would bat an eyelid if | were to walk into an adult shop and 
make a few purchases.” He flopped back down into the pillows. "Tommy and | usually do that at least once or twice a tour." 


"How do you get away with carrying all that stuff through customs?" Jon chuckled. 


"Hal lm Nikki fuckin’ Sixx, man. | can get away with anything," he returned, slapping his bare chest in a show of unadulterated machismo. He 
glanced over at Jon, who was staring at him askance, and burst out laughing. 


"Honestly, if we, T-Bone and |, try something and it's not high quality or doesn’t work for us, we leave it behind..usually in Doc's room." Nikki 
winked at Jon and folded his arms back under his head, leaving the shit-eating grin on his face. 


"lll have to keep that one in mind," Jon laughed. "Though it wouldn't be for personal use..but I'm sure Davey would be up for a prank like 
that" He fell silent again though, his mouth pursed and the creases between his eyes deepened. 


"Whatcha thinkin’, babe?" Nikki asked, curiosity getting the better of him. 
"That still leaves Richie..and Dot, | guess," he said. Jon shifted to his side, facing Nikki. "One will be easier than the other." 
"Hmm," Nikki hummed. "Will you tell either of them about this weekend? My offer?" 


Jon chewed on his bottom lip for a moment before answering. "I don't think so. Richie will be the harder one to fool. He sees things, things | 
don't even know I've done or said. He sees into my soul,” he said, turning his head to Nikki. "Dot just sees marriage and kids." 


"Then Sambora's not looking hard enough if he can't see that you need this," Nikki said, pulling his arm out to tug gently on Jon's hair. 
Jon sighed, and nodded, "Okay," he said. "Let's do it. | agree. What's next?" 


Nikki grinned, and was surprised at the level of happiness he felt suddenly. He threaded his fingers through Jon's hair and pulled him in to 
plant a heady kiss on his mouth in celebration Jon's belly rumbled loudly suddenly, reminding Nikki that they hadn't eaten for hours. 


"C'mon, pup, get dressed," he said, releasing Jon and rolling to the side of the bed to stand up. "Let's go eat. We can talk about finer details 


later at home." 


"Ive got another night booked in this room anyway, which means that after we've signed the contract," he stood behind the St Andrew's 
Cross and placed his head in the upper V of the arms and grinned lasciviously at Jon, "tomorrow, you and | get to play." 
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"Ive got another night booked in this room anyway, which means that after we've signed the contract," he stood behind the St Andrew's 
Cross and placed his head in the upper V of the arms and grinned lasciviously at Jon, "tomorrow, you and | get to play." 


Now that he had his pup's rapt attention, Nikki reached his hands up high on the arms of the cross and drew them back down seductively, as 
though he was caressing the finest flesh. He stopped at the junction of the thick wood and gripped it between both hands before pretending 
to fuck the imaginary person restrained to it. 


He glanced over to where Jon was still sitting on the edge of the bed and could help his laughter at the expression on his face. Again, Nikki 
was drawn to describe it as cartoonish; possibly Wile E. Coyote's hungry expression as the Road Runner zoomed past would be the closest 


facsimile. 

Nikki chuckled and stepped out from behind the cross. "C'mon, pup, you need to put some kind of clothes on if we're going out for food," he 
said, reaching for the neatly folded pants and shirt that were his. "We could just stay here tonight," he added, threading his foot through the 
leg, "but we need to get some fresh air. We got things to discuss.” 

Leaving his pants unlaced, and his shirt in the same manner, Nikki bent to put his socks on before squirming his foot into his boots, the rasp 
of the zipper as he pulled them up his legs echoed softly in the soundproof room. Straightening up, Nikki adjusted himself into his pants and 
quickly pulled the laces closed. 


"Let's go," he said, without a backward glance at Jon. Nikki grabbed his jacket on the way to the door, and hooked it over his shoulder. He 
twisted the doorknob in his other hand and threw it open, only to be assaulted by the noise of the club as he stepped out into the corridor. 


He felt, rather than saw, Jon's harried presence behind him as he led the way to the main floor. His open shirt fluttered in the slight breeze 
he created and it felt like the whisper of a caress on his heated skin. 


Emerging from the entrance to the private rooms onto the main floor, he was aware of the eyes turning his way. 
This! 
This feeling of euphoria was why he did it. 


It made him feel alive. It was intoxicating! And if he could have that feeling of exhilaration at his beck and call at all times, he wouldn't need to 
get a pharmaceutical high as often as he did. 


He let that exultation show in his movements. His spine straightened, he held his head high and his hips slid into a liquid, sexy sway as he 
prowled through the busy club, barely acknowledging the knowing looks from other Dominants or the deferential lowering of eyes or heads 
from the numerous subs he passed by. Occasional comments of laudation reached his ears, which he accepted with a slight incline of his head 
to the orator. 


He veered off toward the bar where Dominik was watching him closely. 


"Sixx," the large man greeted him with an inclination of his head, a show of deference to Nikki's manifest Dominant. "I trust everything was to 


your... satisfaction , Sir." 


"| need a blank contract," Nikki said, ignoring the question “Actually, make that two copies, so that corrections can be made." 


"OF course, Sir," Dominik said, and, with a flick of his eyes behind Nikki and a slight look of alarm, he turned to the shelves where the ledgers 
and sign-in books were held. 


Nikki turned to see Jon standing behind him. The Jon Bon Jovi that walked into the club a couple of hours earlier was not the same man as 
the one standing there with him now. He looked relaxed, satiated and somewhat bedraggled, with his hair hanging limp after the washing. And, 
like his own, his shirt front was opened, revealing the conspicuous nicks and cuts from the rough shave, and a plethora of rosy coloured, 
blooming hickies. 

Jon started to button his shirt when Nikki barked out a quiet, "Leave it!" and was gratified to see his pup's hands fall meekly by his side and 
his head lowered deferentially. Nikki cupped the back of Jon's head, drawing him close and spoke into his hair, "Let them see. Let them all see. 
Remember, you are mine now." He kissed the side of Jon's head before releasing him to adjust his pup's shirt, revealing his chest further. 
"Thank you, Sir," Jon murmured as Dominik returned with the copies of the paperwork. 

"All is well, Sir?" Dominik asked Nikki, sending a pointed look toward Jon. "Your sub is..marked. Does he require medical attention?" 


"This plebe wants to know if | hurt you," Nikki said disdainfully, arching his brow to the large man. "Answer him, pup," he instructed Jon. 


Jon raised his eyes to Nikki who gave him a slow blink in encouragement. Jon then slid his gaze to the bar owner and said, "lm fine. These are 
a result of my inability to remain still while my Sir shaved me. Thank you for your concern” 


Dominik's considered look passed from Jon back to Nikki. He nodded once and handed over the contracts. "What time should we expect you 
tomorrow, Mr Sixx?" Dominik asked. 


"About the same time as tonight," Nikki replied. "We'll have the contract complete but unsigned as the club requires.” 

"Very good, Sir," Dominik nodded. "I will make myself available as soon as you arrive." 

"Good," Nikki responded, and, without looking back, continued his journey through to the front door, knowing that Jon would follow obediently. 
The door was opened by a male slave, dressed only in a metal cock cage and a bowtie. 


"Well done, puppy," he praised the blonde who came to a stop behind him. Within moments the driver from the regular, discreet car service 
that Nikki had hired for the night, pulled up to the covered portico. 


The doorman held the car door open for them, and Nikki climbed into the back with Jon following close behind, sitting on the seat opposite. The 
door shut, and, like a black hole, the absolute silence of the back of the car seemed to swallow them up. 


"Cmere, pup," he said, patting the seat beside him as the driver pulled smoothly away from the curb. Nikki then pressed the intercom button 
and said, "Carlos, phone through the usual order from That Taco Joint on the way home. Make it a double order, to go..and get yourself 
something too." 


"Yes, Mr Sixx," the unseen driver said. 


Nikki turned to Jon. "We'll be home soon," he said. "We'll pick up food and relax for the night. I've stayed overnight at the club several times, 
and, while its comfortable enough, there's nothing like waking up in your own home." 


"Sure," Jon nodded, sleepily. "lm starving actu..." His last word was taken by a yawn. 
Nikki chuckled; the warmth of the car, the rumble of the engine and an empty stomach would put anyone to sleep after the kind of night he'd 
put Jon through. "I forgot to warn you about the exhaustion you're likely to feel after a scene,” he said. "And it seems you'll probably be a 


sleeper anyway in your rise from subspace. Do you fall asleep after Sambora's fucked you? Or when you've fucked your chick?" 


"Whenever | can," Jon grinned ruefully. 


Nikki returned the grin and patted his lap. "You can put your head down, if you want to." 


"Nah..but thank you, Sir," Jon said, scrubbing his hand over his face. "| need food more than sleep at the moment. And maybe a drink if 
there's anything left from the other night" 


"| said..come here, pup," and Nikki patted his lap again. When Jon shifted closer, he reached for Jon's hand and slipped his fingers between the 
blonde's, needing to feel the connection as much as his pup needed sleep. 


"tm sure there's something hanging around," Nikki sighed, "since | didn't really clean anything up. | wouldn't mind one myself actually..or maybe 
something a little stronger." 


His thoughts were drawn to the baggie of coke still concealed in his jacket and he wondered if he was going to be lucky enough that Tommy 
had missed other hiding spots. He just needed a little... 


"Oh, god that smells good," Jon groaned beside him and Nikki was brought back from his mental checklist of his house as the smell of food 
started to infiltrate through the cabin of the car. He hadn't even noticed that they'd stopped at the small Mexican place he liked to frequent. 


It was close to home, had good food and was open well into the post-midnight hours to feed both the regular patrons and the homeless. The 
staff there were friendly and most knew him. If he was alone or with Tommy, he'd have no qualms about getting out to buy his own food, 
but having Jon Bon Jovi with him would probably cause a small riot, especially if anyone noticed the state he was in, and he didn't want to 
have to deal with that right now. 


"| can vouch for the quality of the food," Nikki said as his mouth started watering too, while his stomach joined in on the protest of being 
empty. Come to think of it..he knew that the last meal he'd had was the pizza he'd shared with Tommy and Heather before the infamous 
party started and he had no idea if Jon had eaten dinner before he arrived at the house. Given how nervous he'd been on arrival, Nikki 


thought probably not. No wonder they were both so hungry. Nikki shook his head at himself. What kind of Dominant was he that he'd let his 
pup go hungry? 


When has that ever bothered you before, stupid fucker? Sikki demanded. Cut the crap. Just let the brat starve and get on with the fun! 
"Not tonight," Nikki mumbled aloud. 


"Huh?" Jon's confused voice interrupted his thoughts. "You vouch for the quality of the food..but..not tonight?" 


"No pup. | was just distracted for a moment," he laughed at the rather bemused expression on the younger man's face. "The food 
is always good, | promise you that." 


"So you eat there often?" Jon queried. 


"Yeah. Some nights, Tommy and | will go for a ride on our bikes along the coast road or down to the Strip and call in there on our way home. 
Hang out in the parking lot with some of the locals. Most of them know us now and don't give us any trouble.” 


A short while later, the car pulled off the road and into Nikki's drive, depositing its passengers into the night. Nikki opened the door before the 
driver, and stepped out. Jon exited from the other side as Nikki paid the driver, giving him a reimbursement for the food and a generous tip 
for his continued silence. 


"Tharks, Carlos," Nikki said, taking the bag of aromatic food. "I'll be in touch. Enjoy your night..and the food" 


"Thank you, Mr Sixx," he replied, and the window slid silently back into place. Nikki stood back as the car backed out of his drive, disappearing 
almost soundlessly into the shadows of the night. 


"Let's eat!" he declared, stepping past Jon and taking the few steps to the entrance with practised ease in his high heels. He unlocked the door, 
punched in the security code and turned on the lights all in quick succession "Go sit," he said, handing the cooling food to Jon "Ill see what | 


can find to drink." 
"Kay," Jon replied, shrugging awkwardly out of his jacket whilst juggling the bag. "I'll take anything you got" 


Nikki threw an On it over his shoulder as he headed toward the kitchen. Taking the time to unzip his boots, and not tempting another round of 
erotic touches from his pup, he took them off and kicked them under the table. Turning to the fridge, Nikki opened the door, wrinkling his nose 
at the slight smell coming from somewhere in the bowels of the appliance. Leftover Chinese, he guessed, by the faint rice smell that tickled 
his nostrils. 


"Just something else to add to the cleaning this week," he muttered, grabbing a couple of beers. Two different brands, but that made no 
difference this time of night. He'd finish the right off with the bottle of-. "Ahh, fuck!" he cursed out loud, slamming the fridge closed. 


"What's wrong?" Jon called from the living room. 


"Left the bourbon back at the club," Nikki said, as he collected his boots, tucking them under his arm and padded back into the living room. "Ill 


have to get it tomorrow," he said, handing Jon a beer and tossing his boots in the general direction of his bedroom. 
Nikki flopped down close beside his pup and shook his head at the meal in front of him. 


In his absence, Jon had cleared the coffee table, the dirty glasses and empty cans and bottles stacked neatly to one end and had laid out the 
food as though they were picnicking in a field of wildflowers, using the torn paper bag as a covering on the table. 


"Who taught you this?" Nikki asked, indicating to the table with his chin as he popped open the tab on his beer. 


"Huh?!" Jon queried. "Oh..um..probably Mom beat it into me. | had to look after my brothers a lot and dinner time stuff usually came down to 
me. We were supposed to eat in the kitchen when they were at work, but we wanted to watch TV so | used to take my t-shirt off and cover 
the table. That way if anything spilled, it saved the good furniture and | could wash my shirt that night." 


"Clever," Nikki nodded. "Eat up, puppy," he added, reaching for some of the foil wrapped items. He tore it open and bit the burrito almost down 
to the halfway mark in the first mouthful. 


Jon followed the urging, and both fell into a happy silence as the warm food filled their empty bellies. 


"Are you gonna call me puppy all the time?" Jon asked around a mouthful of food, washing it down with a pull of his beer. "Fuck, this is good," 
he muttered, taking another enthusiastic, large mouthful, closing his eyes in wanton bliss. 


"You got a problem with it if | do?" Nikki asked. 


Jon shook his head. "No. Just curious," he said. "Do | need to call you Sir all the time in return? That could get interesting in front of others. 
Especially if the bands end up on the same bill again 


"You don't have to call me anything formal outside of a scene," Nikki said He took a sip of his beer. "Unless you want to, of course. Could be 
interesting to see what Sambora would do," he chuckled. 


"| should ring him," Jon sighed. "Can | do that tomorrow?" 


"Sure," Nikki nodded, slurping the escaping sauce from fingers. "We also need to go over the contract. We could do it at the club, coz it needs 
to be witnessed by Dominik, but | thought you'd rather get the nuts and bolts done here, where we have some privacy and | can answer any.. 
potentially embarrassing questions." 


Jon shot him a shy grin and nodded. "Thanks," he said, wiping his face and hands on some paper towel, his portion of the meal finished with. He 
leaned back into the sofa and poked the detritus of his takeout with his toe. "So..what does this contract entail?" he asked, fighting back a 
yawn. "Is it legally binding?" 


Nikki almost choked on a mouthful of food. He looked at Jon as he chewed and swallowed the last of his taco, licking his fingers clean of any 
stray crumbs. "Do you wanna go down the lawyer route, pup?" he asked, swallowing his mouthful and laughing again at Jon's horrified look. 
"Don't panic, babe," he placated. "It's only binding during play, for as long as we both want it to be. If you want out at any time, or if | do, then 


it immediately becomes null and void" 


"Then what's the point?" Jon asked, relaxing a little, though his eyes still wouldn't meet Nikki's and he scanned the room around them 
restlessly. "Mind if |..?" he asked, pointing to Nikki's guitars and basses, standing haphazardly in the corner of the room. 


"Help yourself," Nikki said. Jon rose and tried out a couple of the five six-strings he had before choosing one, an old acoustic that suffered 
from lack of use. Obviously Jon felt more at home with a six-string in his hands, whilst he preferred to write using his basses, then build 
the songs up from there. 


"The point of the contract is to keep all the people involved safe," Nikki returned back to the original topic. "If a sub doesn't communicate their 
hard no's beforehand, how does the Dominant know where and when to stop? It's too late to discuss that during a scene, especially if the sub 
has entered subspace and may not be capable of making rational or informed decisions. Like today." 


Jon's eyes flicked his way briefly as he settled himself into the corner of the sofa and started to softly pluck out a few notes, adjusting the 
tuning slightly before continuing to noodle through some melodies. Nikki felt no urge to join in tonight but happily let him play as the soft 
sounds filled the room and seeped into his bones, relaxing him in the same way it appeared to be relaxing Jon. 


"Tomorrow, we'll sit down together and work out what your hard limits are, what you will allow, what you might like to try," he said, yawning. 


"What you expect of me..that kind of stuff." 
"What about Tommy?" Jon asked, sleepily. His playing had slowed to random notes here and there. "What will he say about this?" 
Nikki was sure if he was concentrating hard enough, he'd be able to pick out the song Jon was trying to play. But the food, the beer, the 


lateness, the soft melodies and the effects of his own mental adjustment out of his Dominant headspace were making him feel the same 
exhaustion that Jon was. 


"Tommy..." Nikki smiled, thinking of his lover. "Tommy will understand. He is to me, what Sambora is to you. That once in a lifetime kind of love 
that you never expected to find but it's also the type of love that conventions frown upon. So it has to stay behind closed doors for the 


moment.” 
"Hmm," Jon hummed, his fingers now lax on the strings but still awake.,just. "I hate it," he mumbled. 


Nikki nudged his leg. "Hey..go to bed," he said with a chuckle, standing and taking the guitar from Jon's hands. He set it back on the stand and 
turned back to Jon, holding out his hand. "C'mon, you're beat and not in the fun way." 


"Maybe tomorrow?" Jon teased, taking Nikki's hand. 


Nikki felt something inside of him, something warm and pleasant, blossoming inside his chest in the vicinity of his heart as Jon's eagerness to 


embrace the new world presented itself to him. He smiled and nodded. "Definitely tomorrow. C'mere," he said, tugging Jon into his arms. 


He held Jon for a long moment, both needing the comfort of another warm body until Jon sagged a little against him and so Nikki partially 
released him to turn the last of the lights off, making a mental note to organise a cleaner whilst they were out tomorrow. 


He guided Jon into his bedroom again and to the side of the bed he'd occupied earlier today, and said, "Strip off and get into bed, pup. You're 
dead on your feet. And don't lose your shirt in the light fixture this time." 


Jon snorted softly in amusement. "Yes, Sir," he said and started to shrug out of his shirt, folding it neatly and placing it on the ottoman at 
the end of the bed. His jeans and socks followed suit to form a neat pile. When he'd finished, Jon just stood beside the bed, looking like a lost 
little child.naked, but lost and forlorn as he eyed the bed hungrily. 


Nikki nodded, turning away slightly to hide his smile as he took off his jewellery and placed it all back into its allocated spots. He then divested 
himself of his clothes, managing to at least hang his leathers from their hanger, the rest ended up dumped in the washing hamper. 


"| have a spare toothbrush you can use," he said, brandishing a brand new toothbrush out of the vanity drawer. "We should have got your 
stuff from the hotel. We'll do that tomorrow," he added, more to himself than Jon, who was becoming more and more robotic from 
exhaustion. "I'm sure I've got some floss here somewhere," he said, shifting stuff around in the drawer that had produced the toothbrush. 


"Thanks," Jon said, taking the proffered toothbrush and paste. "This is fine." 


Nikki waited for Jon to finish, watching him with an easy familiarity that he never would have expected, as he cleaned his teeth, spitting the 
foam into the basin before rinsing. He dropped it into the cup where Nikki's and Tommy's brushes sat. 


Nikki made short work of his nightly rituals, as Jon leaned against the door, watching him as he had done. He wished he had some idea what 
was going through his head. 


"Do you have any questions, pup?" Nikki asked around a mouthful of peppermint foam. 
"Not yet," he mumbled. "Still.processing tonight 


"Take your time. It's a lot to unpack," Nikki said, rinsing his mouth. "Got one for you, though." He dropped his toothbrush back into the cup and 
felt a little satisfaction at the domesticity of it. 


"Whassat?" 
"About tonight," Nikki started, turning Jon around and toward the bed, "do you black out every time you cum?" 


"No. Only very occasionally." Jon climbed into the bed and immediately pulled a pillow to his chest. 


"When was the first time it happened?" Nikki slipped between the cool sheets and got comfortable. Reaching back, he turned off the lamp on 
the nightstand. 


Jon smirked over the pillow and gave him a slow blink. "When | was about sixteen or seventeen In my car. At the local make-out spot. | was 


alone." 

"Oh?!" Nikki queried. "Your girl didn't put out back then?" 

"Hadn't started dating her yet," Jon said, yawning. "Stole a porno. Gay, heavy kinky shit. | guess | liked what | saw." 
Nikki snorted softly in the dark. "Obviously," he chuckled lightly. "Does it happen with your girl, or Sambora?" 


"Never with Dot," Jon replied quickly and with more energy in his voice than in the past few moments. "But just occasionally, with Richie..when 
he's held me down.teased..edged..," his voice trailed off once again into a sleepy cadence. 


"When he's Dominating you," Nikki stated firmly. 
"| s'pose," Jon's voice was fading out, as was the younger man. 


"Sleep now, puppy, We'll talk in the morning.” There was no answer and Nikki lay watching Jon slip further and deeper into unconsciousness. He 
was tired himself but he was having difficulty shutting his brain down. 


Normally, if he was alone, he'd cook up a little hit to help but he wasn't sure how exposed Jon, himself, was to drug use. Besides, he didn't 
have the energy to search the house for anything Tommy may have left behind, by chance or design 


His pup's band members on the other hand..their piano man and bassist certainly sought some shit out in Moscow, the Cuban was a seriously 
heavy drinker but it was Sambora that had Nikki wondering about the most. Definitely a drinker. The man was never seen without some kind 
of liquid in his hand. But drugs?! The telltale signs were there but, at the time, Nikki hadn't had the reason or the inclination to delve any 
further than that. 

Since Jon was sleeping so soundly, Nikki slipped from the bed and closed the door softly behind him. Searching out his cigarettes in the 
moonlight, Nikki lit one and sat down on the sofa. He wasn't used to someone falling asleep so quickly at night. Tommy would still be bouncing 
off the walls, no matter how exhausted he was, whether it was everyday life or after a heavy session. They'd sit in the dark, as he was 
doing now, and talk about whatever came to mind. Sometimes it was band related, other times it was about life in general or decompressing 


after their playtime. 


Nikki checked the time on the digital display on the VHS machine and grunted. He'd probably be on the receiving end of some shit from 
Heather but he'd deal with her the next time he saw her. Reaching for the phone, Nikki punched in Tommy's number and waited. 


"Lo," his lover's sleepy voice came over the line, accompanied by Heather's grunts of disgust at being woken. 

"Hey, baby,” Nikki said, softly. "I'm sorry | woke you." 

"Sixx?!" Tommy whispered, more alert now. "Gimme a sec. Gonna pick up the other extension" 

Nikki heard Tommy hush his wife and tell her he'd be back soon before the line went silent apart from the slight tinny buzz that indicated 
that the line was still open. Nikki pictured Tommy leaving the bedroom in Heather's robe and his slippers and it made him smile. He looked 


down at his own nakedness with a huff of amusement. 


He wondered if his friends knew that his naked ass regularly sat on his couch..or should he be the one to worry about their germs on his 
ass?! Tommy was the only other person's naked ass he allowed to touch his sofa cushions. 


His Tommy; one that conventions held no weight for. His drummer who did what he wanted, whenever he wanted and usually without regrets. 


And that both made him infuriating and endearing all at once. 

"Hey, Sixxy," Tommy's voice, a silky caress that came back into his ear. "You know it's like almost three in the morning, right?!" 
"Sorry, baby," Nikki said. "I wanted to hear your voice." 

"ls everything okay?" 

“M fine," Nikki replied. "I, ah, took Jon to the club tonight." He didn't need to expand on which club; Tommy would know. 

"Did you get your ass whooped?" Tommy asked. "Or did you do the whooping?" 

"Neither, really," Nikki admitted. "Dominik was on duty." 

"Ah" Nikki heard the click and hiss of Tommy's lighter, and the inhale of the smoke. "So what'd you do then?" 

"Showed him around" 

"You mean you showed him off , don't you," he said with a chuckle. 


Nikki snorted softly in amusement. "You know me too well, baby. Yeah, | did at first," he said, debating internally about how much he should 


share with his lover. "What would you say if | were to take him on as another sub?" 
"No shit?! Really?!" Tommy exclaimed in surprise. "Where the fuck did that come from?" 


"The night | sent you home with your wife," he started, "he stayed here." 


"Yeah, | figured that much. I'm not stupid, Sixx. Did you fuck him?" 
"| know you're not, baby," Nikki placated his lover. "Nothing happened. He puked, | put him to bed. But before he started tossing his cookies, he 
was showing definite submissive tendencies. So..l.took him to the club. | booked the Blackwood, initially just to shock him. But then he looked at 


everything like..do you remember your first time there?" 


"Fuck, yeah," Tommy said. "It was like some fuckin’ sick candy store," he chuckled. "You want to try a little of everything even if you know it's 
gonna fuckin’ make both your mouth and your ass pucker at the same fuckin’ time." 


Nikki chuckled softly at the analogy. "Yeah, well, that's about the same look Jon had. He's a natural, baby, and..," Nikki paused, trying to frame 
his words in the right way. "| understand where he's coming from; his band, his responsibilities, his stress. When | need that stress relief, | 
have the club and! have you, my sweet little boy. He doesn't have either-." 

"What about Richie, though?" Tommy interjected. "We all know they're fucking 

"Apparently, that snippet of information came as a surprise to Jon," he replied, suppressing a laugh. "They thought they were being discreet 


"No fuckin’ way," came the incredulous, amused reply. 


"Hmm," Nikki acknowledged. "So..circling back to my original question, baby. Do you have any objections if | contract him as my sub?" Nikki 
stubbed out the butt of his cigarette, debating whether or not to have another. 


A silence descended over the phone line but Nikki knew that Tommy was weighing the information up. People often mistook Tommy's ebullient 
energy for being unintelligent or a buffoon but they didn't look beyond the façade to see the deep-thinking, happy soul that his lover was. 
Tommy's inner peace was a balm to Nikki's tortured soul; the light to his dark, the happy to his sadness and the feminine to his masculine. 
"Well," Tommy said, finally, after lighting another cigarette, "it's not like he's out here full time and he does have both a wife and a lover, so 
okay with it" 

Nikki smiled. He hadn't realised he was relying on Tommy's opinion as much as he was, and the relief he felt was palpable. "Baby?" 

"Hmm?" 

"I love you, you know that, don't you?" Nikki said. 


"I know, Nik, and | love you, too," Tommy replied. "Now tell me what happened at the club tonight” 


Nikki gave a brief rundown of Dominik's reluctant consent to the room hire, and Jon's introduction into the kink world; the lessons of positions, 
and of obedience and control. 


"Then | shaved him down to his balls with my pocket knife," Nikki said. 
"Dude, you were playing with fire there," Tommy said. "What about Sikki? You know that son of a bitch loves pain" 


"Jon is alive, that's the main thing. | managed to keep Sikki under control, for the time being," he said. "He wasn't ready for Sikki..yet. Though, | 


think he's gonna be a full blown pain slut. Might even give you a run for your money." 
"Its always the sweet and innocent ones," Tommy chuckled. "Just like me." 


"You've never passed out cold on me though, my sweet, innocent little boy,” Nikki pointed out. 


"Huh!" his lover huffed. "No, that's one thing | haven't done..ever, | don't think. What happened?" 


Nikki recited the rest of the night's events between yawns and fighting off heavy eyelids, with his lover facilitating between incredulity and 
offering Nikki his view point when he questioned himself over using his knife at that point. 


"Nik..go to bed," Tommy huffed after an extended silence. 

"Hmm..s'pose | should," he agreed. "Thanks." 

"For what?" 

"Just for being you, baby," Nikki replied sleepily. "I'll talk to you after he's gone, okay?" 

"tm always here for you, Nik, you know that," Tommy said. "Just.just watch out for Sikki, huh?" 
"| will, baby. Love you," Nikki murmured. 

"Love you too, Nik G'night" 


"Goodnight," Nikki returned and replaced the receiver back in the cradle and scrubbed his hands over his face. Exhaustion was kickin’ his butt 
now that he had spoken with his twin 


Shuffling back through the dark house, Nikki opened the door to his bedroom. His eyes easily found his bedmate's prone form in the dark. 
Jon was still sleeping peacefully, a light snore was evident of that, and he had barely shifted. 

Climbing back into bed, he moved closer to Jon 

"Rich?" a sleepy mumble came from the blonde. 

"No, baby, just me," Nikki whispered. 

"Oh." The reply was tinged with disappointment. 


"Go back to sleep," he said, and, shaping his body to match the sleeping form, Nikki felt Jon scooch backward. So, slipping his arm around the 
blonde's waist, he pulled him up close and, burying his nose into Jon's hair and sighed deeply before sleep claimed him quickly. 
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Van Nuys - The Next Day 


Van Nuys 
The Next Day 


Jon POV 


Jon woke, or rather, became conscious of his surroundings as his eyes still remained firmly shut for the moment. It was so unlike the 
previous day when his head had throbbed from the copious amount of alcohol the night before. 


Today, it was his body that was throbbing. His muscles ached and his ass felt well used when he clenched it. A shadow of a smile pulled at his 
lips as the activities from yesterday flooded his ever-awakering mind. The flutters of morning arousal forced him to abandon chasing down 


those memories for something infinitely less interesting. 


Cautiously peeking over his shoulder, he saw that Nikki was still sleeping, his features softened and wrinkled from the bunched up pillow 
beneath his head. Jon smiled at the way the lower of Nikki's hands was curled tightly beneath his chin, the other splayed on the pillow beside 


his face. 
It brought to mind the way a fighter in a boxing ring, was always ready to block a thrown punch with his raised arms. 


Jon wondered what..or who..Nikki was trying to block out, while continuing to lie as still as his waking body would allow. It was restless and 
twitchy, urging him into movement. He gently slipped from the bed, leaving Nikki to sleep, collecting his now-dry jeans from the neat pile at 
the end of the bed on his way past. 


Usually, Dot would just grunt in her sleep and roll away from him but Richie would pull him closer and his guitarist would usually find other 
methods to calm his body. 


And if he was out on the road, there was never a stranger in his bed for more than an hour or so. 


It was expected of him to perform the part of the insatiable rock star and bed multiple women. It used to be fun and, back in the early days, 
he would never have dreamed that he'd come to hate the thought of random strangers touching him so intimately. Some nights it was easier 


to play that role than others, kicking the way-too-eager play things from his room though, as soon as the physical act was over. 


That was a part of fame that he loathed, hating it more and more once he and Richie had added a more personal meaning to their 
partnership. Richie had said that he loved the challenge of distracting Jon, leaving him exhausted mentally and physically, all thoughts of 
business thoroughly extinguished by their passion. 


Sleeping with Dot was different yet again, with a sense of homeliness to their sex lives..the ardour usually waning after the first night or so 


whenever they were reunited 


Normally by now, if he was at home, he'd be up, dressed and out running the endless miles until his mind and body coalesced back into the 
same rhythm. If he was with Richie, then they'd find other cardio activities to replicate the result. 


Closing the door behind him, Jon paused long enough to pull his jeans on, pulling up the zip but leaving the button undone for now as he made 


his way to the powder room to take a much needed morning piss. 


After completing that task, and washing his hands, Jon splashed some cold water on his face before heading into the kitchen He needed coffee 
and a cigarette. He found some coffee grounds easily enough and set the machine to brew the life-giving refreshment before searching the 
fridge and pantry for some kind of breakfast foods. 


He found a box of pancake mix in the pantry and a couple of eggs and some bacon in the back of the fridge, after he'd removed some 
distinctly unpleasant smelling chinese takeout cartons and dumped them as quietly as possible in the trash. He made a small pile on the kitchen 


counter and picked up the bacon again to give it a sniff. Now removed from the stink of rotting rice and noodles, it didn't smell rancid. 
Shrugging, he put it back on the counter with the rest of his bounty. 


He wasn't a great cook but he knew enough to whip up enough for a small breakfast for two. He was not, however, going to start cooking 
without a coffee and cigarette and he made his way into the living room in search of the latter. 


Nikki had said yesterday, that it was okay to smoke in the house, so easily finding the open pack he'd left on the coffee table the previous 
night, he lit one and took a long first drag. Sighing at the mess around him, he loaded up his arms with bottles, cans and other detritus from 
their take out and returned to the kitchen to dump the trash. Making a second trip, he stopped briefly to turn on the radio just loud enough 
to be heard before bringing back the remaining empty glasses and loading them into the dishwasher while waiting for the coffee machine to 
finish brewing its life-giving elixir. 


As soon as it was ready, Jon poured himself a mug of the dark liquid. Blowing across the top to cool it a little, Jon took a tentative sip and 
closed his eyes in bliss. He smacked his lips in appreciation and set the mug on the counter to search for the necessary equipment to cook 


with. 


He found a couple of frying pans in one cabinet, along with a bowl to mix the pancakes and set to work. Engrossed in the simple actions and 
the music, Jon let his mind wander back to the man he left sleeping. 


By conventional standards, he shouldn't have blatantly thrown himself at Nikki, asking to be fucked, the way he did. He was in a committed 
relationship, for fuck sake! 


No, wait, he was in fwo committed relationships. Soon to be a third, if he went through with the contract signing today. 


Does that one count? He wondered as he reached for the mug of coffee with one hand, and turned the bacon with the other, in between 
stirring both the batter and the eggs. Afterall, he was agreeing to belong to Nikki in a way. 


His loyalty belonged to Dot and his heart and soul belonged to Richie so..what did he have to offer Nikki besides his penchant for kinky sex and 


pain. 
He took a sip of coffee, lost in his thoughts, and moaned out loud in appreciation. 


"Do | need to be jealous?" Nikki's sleep-rough voice came from behind him, close enough to now feel the warmth of his body on his bare back, 
"or do you always sound like you're about to cum over your morning coffee?" 


Jon, caught by surprise, jumped violently and half swallowed, half spat out his coffee, and ended up in a coughing fit, spraying droplets of 
coffee down his naked torso. 


Nikki chuckled and reached for a dish towel and handed it to Jon. "Luckily for you, you were much better at keeping everything in your mouth 
last night." 


"Asshole!" Jon gasped, willing the last of the coughing away. There was no heat in his curse, he'd brought it on himself for not paying 
attention to his surroundings more closely. It surprised him how quickly he'd made himself at home at Nikki's. 


Nikki nudged Jon around to face him. "Let me see," he said, taking the dish towel and swiping at his chest: 
Jon watched the green eyes flick over him and he wondered what Nikki was thinking. 


"Hmm," Nikki grunted. "Missed some," he said and ducked his head toward Jon. Nikki took a broad-tongued swipe over Jon's collarbone and up 
his neck, finishing just below Jon's ear, one of his most sensitive spots. 


Jon's mouth fell open in a mix of surprise and bliss, a shaky sigh escaping his lips. God damn it, why was he behaving like some little bitch in 
heat around this man? He just wanted to be consumed by him. 


"Mmm, tasty," Nikki mumbled against the flesh behind his ear. "I'm not sure what looks better,” he purred, nipping Jon on the ear as he pulled 
back to look at him. "You..or breakfast." The older man then ran his finger down the centre of Jon's chest to his belly and the unbuttoned 
waist of his jeans. 

A pop of bacon grease brought Jon out of his fugue, gently shouldering Nikki out of the way to poke distractedly at the frying meat. 


"Hopefully, breakfast,” Jon said, trying to sound less shaken than he was. "I just need to cook the eggs and the pancakes." 


Jon was used to this kind of morning byplay with Richie but having Nikki's sleepy green eyes roaming over him, combined with his deep voice 
and sexy smirk.everything inside Jon was snapping with electricity. And he didn't know how to deal with it. 


Jon chanced a glance at Nikki and found that those green eyes were regarding him with interest. Nikki made a fsk noise from the side of his 
mouth and shifted his appraising look from Jon to the stovetop. 


Jon exhaled a light breath, hoping to steady himself. 


"| can take care of the pancakes,” Nikki said. "Just gimme a minute to get some of that orgasmic coffee," he joked, shoulder bumping Jon as 


he passed behind him. 


The tension in Jon eased somewhat as breakfast was cooked and then eaten, the conversation was light and easy, sticking mainly to the safe 


subject of their comparable work, but he still needed to be able to clarify the relationship between himself and Nikki. 
The closest he could get was growing affection and respect: 


"Well," Nikki said, leaning back in his chair, one hand on his coffee mug, the other splayed across his bare belly, "thanks for starting breakfast, 
pup. Why don't you go dress, you can borrow one of my shirts, while | clean up. Then we're going shopping before we tackle the contract" 


"Shopping? What for?" Jon asked. It was the first he'd heard about it. "| need to call Richie, too. | need to..! dunno whether to tell him about 
this or not" 


Nikki raised his eyebrows at him before lifting his mug to his mouth and draining the last of the coffee. He stood and collected both mugs in 
one hand, stacking the dishes with the other before taking them all to the dishwasher. 


Placing them on the counter, Nikki turned back to Jon and said, "That's up to you, pup." Leaning against the counter, Nikki crossed his ankles 
and braced his arms against the counter behind him and pinned Jon with his gaze. "But if he can't even wrap his head around the idea of the 


basic amount of kink in your sex life..how do you think he'll react to what's happened this weekend?" 


"| know," Jon groaned and scrubbed his hands over his face, his fingers ending up in his tangled hair. "I still need to talk to him though. 
Hopefully, he's been wondering where | am, at the very least" 


"That doesn't sound good,” Nikki observed. 

Jon paused, debating whether or not to open up to Nikki about the quarrel he and Richie had before he flew to LA. "Just a stupid 
disagreement," he said eventually. He tapped his fingers on the tabletop and stood up. "Can we..can we go back to my hotel room so | can 
change clothes?" 

"Of course,” he replied with a slight inclination of his head. 

Jon shot him a quick grin in thanks and started out of the room. 


"Puppy!" Nikki's tone was authoritative, the pitch was deep making the need for volume unnecessary. 


Jon stopped immediately, turned and dropped into a kneeling position without thought and lowered his eyes. He heard, rather than saw, Nikki 
approaching, and then, fingers in his hair and he felt a sense of peace come over him. 


"Well done, puppy," his Sir crooned, then tilted Jon's chin upward, forcing him to confront the knowing green eyes. "Traffic light?" 
"Green, Sir," Jon replied automatically. 

He nodded meditatively, searching Jon's face. And, with the slightest frown, he started to say, "| mean, if you-," before Jon cut him off. 
"| want this, Sir," he said, meeting Nikki's gaze with his own, steady, open and honest. "Please." 


Nikki surprised Jon by bending and kissing his forehead. "Go dress. We'll go to your hotel first so you can change," he said. "We can go over 
the contract there too. It will be less distracting for us both." 


"Distracting?" 

Nikki looked around and Jon noticed his eyes seemed to go beyond the walls of the kitchen. "There are ghosts here," he said, "that I'm trying 
to exorcise. You," he looked back down to Jon but it looked as though he was looking right through him, “are keeping him at bay for the 
moment. He's coming..| can feel it, but if | give into the cravings, the heroin will only feed him, make him stronger.” 

"Oh." Jon didn't know what else to say. He knew Nikki was an addict and that the party he inadvertently crashed was to deplete any supplies in 
the house. Did he have more? Was he going to have to deal with Nikki when he was high on smack? He knew the club policy was no drinking 
or drugs in the rooms but..would Nikki have the balls to disregard them? 


Nikki seemed to give himself a full body shake, or at the very least, a mental one because Jon noticed that he'd returned to.. normal? "Up off 
your knees now, pup," he said, holding his hand out to Jon to help him to his feet: 


He took the proffered hand and Nikki squeezed Jon's hand briefly before letting go to return to clearing the kitchen. 

Jon stepped into Nikki's bathroom and stopped dead, finally catching the full reflection of himself. His stubble had grown out further, leaving 
him with the start of a patchy beard. He reached up and ran his hand over it. He was never a fan of having too much facial hair; it itched 
and in summer, it was hot. 

Moving down his throat, Jon touched each of the deep purple bruises that littered his neck. 


Ive made a meal out of your neck . Nikki's voice floated back to him from yesterday along with his answer, You haven't finshed . 


His invitation to Nikki had been accepted and Jon's hand fluttered down his roughly shaven chest to map out the rest of Nikki's feast, along 
with the small, healing, knife wounds. When his fingers touched the deeper cut below his belly, Jon felt his gut clench with lust. 


"Fuck!" he gasped softly, blinking at his reflection. He determinedly turned away from the mirror to the shower, set the water temperature 
and dropped his jeans to the floor. He stepped out of his pants and into the steamy water. 


He washed quickly after contemplating, and rejecting, jerking off in the shower just to relieve some of the intense horniness he was feeling. 
Jon redressed into his jeans just as Nikki came in from the kitchen. 


"Damn," the bassist cursed. "You're finished already." 
"| think | spent enough time in the shower yesterday," Jon chuckled. 


Nikki grinned as he pulled the shorts he wore down over his hips, leaving them in a wad on the floor. "I won't be long," he said. "And don't do 


any more cleaning. I've arranged for someone to come in today." 


"Its only a habit," Jon shrugged. "lim not usually known for neatness. just for being an asshole." 


"Hal" Nikki barked in amusement from beneath the spray. "Something else we both have in common!" He promptly ducked his dark hair under 


the running water. 

Vainly trying not to peek back into the ensuite or think of the rivulets of water running over Nikki's body, Jon finished dressing. 

It had been many years since he'd had to wear the same clothes for more than two days running and he couldn't wait to be able to change. 
Not that he'd brought much. Hell, he had never expected to stay more than one day. He didn't know what Nikki's planned shopping trip entailed, 
but he might have to buy himself some more clothes or, at the very least, some new socks. 

He wandered back to the kitchen, poured himself another coffee before being lured by the muddle of guitars in the living room. He had a 
clearer head now, to be able to appreciate Nikki's collection more. It wasn't as extensive as his own, which even paled in comparison to Richie's 
massive guitar accumulation, but it was still impressive. Mainly basses of course, some obviously vintage, but there were a couple of electric 
six-strings that caught his eye again. 

He carefully removed a couple from their stands to try them out but it was the allure of the acoustic he'd used last night that was the 
strongest. He sat on the closest chair and began playing. He and Richie were always working new songs out but it was the opening chords 
from Wanted that he chose to pick out. 

To say that he was proud of that particular song was an understatement. He and Richie both were and he remembered the feeling of This is 
the One the right they finished writing it. Not to mention, having the whole first verse sung back to them from an arena full of fans was 
both humbling and exhilarating. 

Richie. He missed his lover and was still confused and a little sick over the fact that they'd quarrelled. 

He glanced over at the phone and remembered that he'd asked Nikki if he could call Richie. 

"Hey, Nikki?!" he yelled 

"Yeah?!" 

"Is it still okay to use the phone?" 

"Sure thing, babe." 

Jon placed the guitar back in its stand before reaching for the portable handset. He wiped his hands on his jeans, calculated the time 
difference and punched in Richie's number. Bringing the handset to his ear, Jon listened to the ring tone. It seemed to take forever for Richie 
to answer and it made Jon check his time calculation again. It was almost Ipm back home, his lover should be awake by now. 

"Lo?" 


"Hey.it's me," Jon said, breathing a sigh of relief. "Can we talk?" 


"What else is there to talk about, Jonny?" Richie's clipped tone came back at him after a long pause. "You know how | feel. Are you willing to 
compromise yet?" 


"Rich..| can't," he said, softly. Clearly, Richie's anger was still bubbling just below the surface, which did not bode well for the rest of the 


conversation. "Dot may be the easiest one to tell, but-." 


"Don't give me that bullshit, Jon," Richie said harshly, cutting him off. "The longer we put it off the harder it's gonna get to tell everyone. You 
say you love me but you're not willing to acknowledge me beyond being your guitarist..your paid employee." 


Jon closed his eyes against the pain his lover's word caused, slicing through his heart as surely as Nikki's blade had his skin last night. 


"| do love you, baby," Jon implored. "But..Doc and the record company would drop us like hot coals if we came out. You know this, Rich. | hate 
it as much as you do-." 


"Some days I'm really not so sure about that, Jonny," Richie said, the sadness now clearly evident in his tone. "I don't see you fighting for us 
as hard as | am. Otherwise we'd be telling Dot and the guys this weekend..." The silence over the line was heavy as though Richie's sadness 


was leaching into the wires. "Instead, you're still over in LA doing god knows what. You were only supposed to be gone for a day." 


"| fuckin’ told you why | was coming out here," Jon snapped back. "Besides, you told me that you wanted some space . So here | am, giving you 
your space, asshole." 


"Grow up, Jon!" Richie retorted. "I don't know why you felt Sixx needed an apology for something McGhee did! But get itor, should that 
be hm out of your system." 


There was a pause, laden with a sense of foreboding or impending doom. 
"Take a good look at yourself, Jon, and think about where this is going. | may not be waiting here when you finally decide to come back" 


"What?!" Jon exclaimed, fighting back the urge to scream. "What the fuck does that mean, baby? Please don't do this!" His last words came 
out in a desperate plea, "Please. just don't say you're leaving me." 


He fought back the panic in his gut and the bile clinging to the back of his throat that was threatening to disgorge itself. 
"It means | need a vacation, Jon," Richie sighed, wearily. "I'm taking Mom and Dad to Maui for a couple of weeks." 
"Oh," he managed to reply from his constricted throat. "I'm sorry..|-I-." He couldn't finish. 


Panic was setting in. His heart was racing uncontrollably in his chest and his muscles were quivering with the urgent need to race out the 
door and onto the first flight back home, to stop Richie from leaving, despite knowing he'd be too late anyway. 


"Jonny..." Richie started. "Ill talk to you in a day or two. | guess we both have some thinking to do." 


"Rich?!" He knew the next words out of his mouth were the result of pure desperation but he couldn't hold them back any longer. "You still 
love me, though, right?" 


He heard his lover bark out a wry, slightly bitter, laugh. "Damn your eyes, Jonny, but | do. Completely..desperately," he paused. "But | don't 


want to live in the shadows. | can't do that forever..not even for you." 
"| love you, Ri-." The line went dead in his hand and Jon lowered himself, shakily, to the closest chair. 


"Here." Nikki's voice came from beside him and a hand holding a glass of clear liquid appeared in front of his face. "Drink it up, puppy," Nikki 
said, gently swapping out the phone for the glass. 


Jon looked at him. "You heard," he said. 


The older man lowered to his haunches in front of Jon and nodded. "Only some of what you'd said. | didn't mean to eavesdrop,” Nikki offered, 
gently encouraging the glass upward. "It's just water, | promise.” 


Jon took a sip. Finding it hard to swallow though, he let his hand come back down. As Richie's words spun and tumbled through his head, Jon 
started to doubt the reasons why he wanted to keep their relationship hidden 


Con, Dot would be heartbroken Pro, she'd get over him and find someone else and have the family she craved so much 


Con, his mom and dad would be disappointed at not being able to have grandchildren should he and Richie go public. Pro, they had his brothers to 
meet those needs. 


Con, Doc and the management team would go into a frenzy over their resident heartthrob turning gay for his guitarist Pro, theyd find the positive 
spin on it and play it to its full advantage. 


Con, the fans might turn on them, their album sales would plummet, he'd probably have to disband Bon Jovi Hed return home with his tail tucked 
between his legs and have to sell shoes again at Kinneys, and the guys would hate him. 


The guys would definitely hate him. Alec, David, Tico..would hate him. They trusted him to make it big They gave up their own lives to tag along on 
this whole wild and crazy ride with him. Would Richie hate him too? Would it ruin what theyd unexpectedly found in each other? 


The Cons still outweighed the Pros. 
They were all valid reasons, that was the trouble. Why couldnt Richie see that?! 


"Puppy" 


Jon blinked at the force of which he was brought out of his head with just one word. He looked into the concerned face of the man in front 
of him. "Huh?" he said. 


"| asked if you wanted to talk about it," Nikki said. "But you were lost in here," he tapped Jon's forehead. 

"Sorry," he replied absently. 

But | dont want to live in the shadows. | can’t do that forever..not even for you, swirled menacingly around in his head. 

"So l'm not asking this time, pup," Nikki said in the tone that had Jon weak and pliable in his Sir's hands. "Spill it. Whats got you so upset?" 


"Its..it's not important," Jon said with a shake of his head. Nikki didn't need to hear about their stupid argument. He started to sink back down 
into his thoughts when a sudden flash of pain scored through his scalp. 


"Argh!" Jon exclaimed, reaching a hand up to stop the pain, only for that hand to be restrained also. 


Nikki had moved suddenly and grabbed a hank of Jon's hair, and, with his free hand, had stopped his automatic physical reaction in a lightning 


move. 


"When | ask a question, pup," Nikki growled, just low enough and threatening enough to send a shiver of fear, or was it lust, down Jon's spine, 
"| expect you to answer it appropriately." His words came out short and clipped. "Do you understand?" 


"Yes, Sir," Jon replied through clenched teeth. "M sorry, Sir." 
"Better," he said, slowly releasing both hands. "Talk!" he said and stood but remained close to the chair Jon was sitting on. 


Fighting the urge to rub at his scalp, Jon slid off the chair to his knees in front of Nikki and recounted the conversation with his lover 
without interruption. That done he trailed off into silence, nervously awaiting a reaction 


This isn't the first time you've argued with Sambora lately, is it, pup?" Nikki asked eventually. 
"No Sir," Jon replied, softly, as embarrassment suffused him under the steady gaze of the older man. 
"Tell me, puppy," Nikki sighed. "You know | won't judge you and | might just be the only person who really understands." 


Over the next few minutes his Sir coaxed the sad facts out of him. 


He and Richie had been quarrelling more and more frequently during the long months of back to back touring. And, if he was honest, they 
weren't the only ones. By the time the seemingly never-ending New Jersey tour finally ground to an unceremonious and unlamented halt, the 
once inseparable band of brothers had become strangers in the night, meeting only when necessary on stage. 


The day the tour finished, Jon having finally refused flat out to extend just a few more dates , despite Doc's insistence, they had all scattered. 
He and Richie were not the only ones who flew out of Mexico on different flights. 


Then, when he did get home, Dot had taken every opportunity to bitch at him about the amount of time he was away. "How are we ever 
gonna have kids if youre never here? | don't know why you married me. That god-damned band means more to you than | do!" 


When she got in the mood for that argument, he hit the streets to run mile after mile, just to put some distance between himself and the 
bitterness he heard. 


The problem was..she was right. He knew that. He did put the band first, or rather their rise to fame and fortune..and all those around him 
were paying the price. 


It had taken a few weeks but, eventually, he and Richie had reconmected, although the strain of continuing to hide their relationship was 
clearly beginning to tell. It seemed to Jon that not only were his band and his marriage falling apart, but now his relationship with Richie was 
doing the same. He knew he could survive the first two, somehow. It wouldn't be a pleasant experience but it could be done, but the latter... 
well, that was a different matter entirely. 


"Hmm," Nikki hummed once Jon had finished his explanation and had fallen silent again. "So, what are you going to do?" 


If he was honest with himself..again.Jon had no idea what he was going to do. That was the problem. But he did know that he couldn't lose 
Richie; it would surely kill him. He shook his head and looked up at Nikki. "I don't know," he said, softly. 


"You said he was going to Maui? With his parents?" 

"Yeah, for a couple of weeks," Jon replied. 

"And your chick is away for how much longer?" 

"Um..at least a month," Jon said, wondering where Nikki was heading with this line of conversation. 

"Does he have a regular place he stays at?" 

"Yeah, usually near the golf course and the beach," Jon said. 

The older man was silent, meditative, tugging at his bottom lip with his fingers, as he looked at and through Jon 


"Here's what you're gonna do. Give yourself a week to clear up," Nikki said, pointing to Jon's neck, "the balm the club uses works miracles, 
then go and see him. It'll be neutral territory and you can use the excuse of urgent business if his folks ask" 


"Maybe..," Jon acknowledged, but was hesitant. He'd hate to ruin the Samboras' vacation time if he and Richie couldn't fix their issue. 
"No maybes; maybes will get you hurt," Nikki said. "But right here, right now, | want you in the car in ten minutes." 

"Yes, Sir," Jon nodded and with a hand signal from Nikki, he rose and left to ready himself to leave. 

re 


Nikki POV 


As soon as Jon had left the room, Nikki lunged for his jacket from last night and dug out the bag of coke. Working with practised efficiency, 
Nikki cut out enough lines for his immediate need. 


Youre mollycoddling hm, you weak-as-piss fool! 
"Fuck off and let me enjoy my buzz in peace," Nikki hissed. 


Youre losing your edge, Sixx! Look at you! You're having coke for fuck sake..where are your balls, motherfucker? You know you want it harder than 
fucking coke. 


"Trying not to, fuck face," Nikki snarled, his top lip curled upward to reveal his sharp incisors. 


Jumping up from where he sat, Nikki hurried to the bank of bookshelves along one wall. In one section, he had a hollowed out tome that he'd 
found in his travels. 


Originally, he bought it just as a curiosity but now it held some of his more expensive paraphernalia that he didn't like to leave lying around 


when a large group of people were in his house. 
Ironically, it was a cover from a self-help book on death and dying but inside was the handbook from AA. 


Dont bother with this crap..go find the good stuff, fuckhead You know you want to. You know you've missed that liquid gold going into your veins. 
The sweet nothingness it produces. Total oblivion.. 


"Fuck. Off," Nikki chewed out through clenched teeth. Trouble was, Sikki was right. He did want it! 

Badly. So very, very badly. 

Sliding the crude safe from its spot, Nikki opened the front cover and selected out a small vial with its own dipper attached to the inside and 
a thin metal straw. He'd use some now and keep the rest for later. Returning the book, he then hurried back to the coffee table. He needed to 
fill the small bottle before Jon made his reappearance..and before Sikki could manifest into something else he couldn't control. 

You cant control me, Sixx. You know thissss. Your new pup will make a delicious meal. 

"Stay away!" Nikki choked out. The vial was full now and Nikki snapped the lid closed securely, leaving himself four lines to consume. 

Nikki grabbed the straw and inhaled the first two quickly, scrunching his face against the sting of the minute crystals on his sinus 
membranes. He pinched the bridge of his nose and sniffed back the mucus that tried vainly to clear the irritation. As the first of the drug 
infused into his system, and the tingle, snapping and buzzing started leaching from his brain down to the rest of his body, Nikki hurriedly 
snorted the last two lines. 


"Mmm... fuck ," he sighed happily, falling back into the chair just as Jon popped his head into the living room. 


"Oh! You're alone,” Jon said. "I thought | heard you talking with someone." His blue eyes flicked from the powder-coated table to Nikki with 
curiosity rather than judgement. 


"Just myself, puppy," he smiled, as he felt the euphoria start to energise him. He popped to his feet like a jack in the box and clapped his 
hands. "Are you ready to go?" 


"Er..sure," Jon nodded. "Are you driving?" he asked, archly. 
Nikki sent him a lopsided smile and grabbed the front of his shirt. Pulling Jon close, Nikki laid a scorching kiss on his mouth, eventually 


releasing the singer once he felt the submission push to the fore. "Baby, l'm always driving," he said. "I'm looking forward to working out the 


terms of our agreement." 


Nikki pushed past Jon, grabbing his jacket and car keys, tucking the vial into the hidden pocket of the jacket for safety, and led the way to the 
garage. "If you're lucky," he said as Jon trailed behind him, "I might let you gimme head in the car." 


we keen 


Hotel California 


Hotel California 
Jon POV 


A few hours later, Jon slid the keycard into the slot and pushed open the door to the hotel room he hadn't seen since he took a cab to 
Nikki's place, after getting the address out of one of Doc's assistants. 


It felt a little strange to be back here. It was as though he'd left as one person but was returning as a completely different entity. 


The dirty clothes that he'd worn to fly in were still on the bed as he'd left them, his travel bag waiting on the stand, habitually zippered 
closed to ward off any bugs that might find their way in and his toiletries bag lying open on the small table close by. The bed, itself, had 


clearly not been slept in, the complimentary chocolate on the pillows were testament to that. 
"Not very fancy,” Nikki commented, following Jon through the door. 


"| wasn't expecting to stay more than a night," he shrugged, thankful that he'd been able to extend the stay with just a few chosen flirty 
words over the phone to the receptionist and the promise of a bunch of autographs. 


"Its worked to our advantage though for now," Nikki said, dropping the shopping bags on the bed before starting to disgorged the individually 
wrapped items. 


Jon eyed the parcels with eagerness and a little thrill of lasciviousness as he recalled what each one contained. 


we 


Nikki had driven to an area that was unknown to Jon and had turned into an unmarked underground parking garage. The small elevator, a vintage 
mask over the newest technology, took them up to the ground floor where it discharged them out into a small, high end arcade filled with exclusive 
boutique stores. 


Jon fought back the panic, but the shudder that ran down his spine at being enclosed in the small, metal box, refused to be contained Nikki, of 
course, had seen it and asked, "Everything okay, pup?" 


"Just a chill," Jon replied through clenched teeth to stop them chattering The whole baulking at being in elevators was a relatively new thing and he 


was loath to admit that it was becoming more and more of a problem of late. 


No one paid any attention to the wild-haired pair that walked through the shops. Jon half expected to be overrun with fans but it was as though 
the arcade was in a world of its own, shut off from the rest of humanity and the only people who were there, were meant to be there. 


Nkki seemed to know exactly where to go and strode down the concourse with determination, leaving Jon to follow along lke the obedient httle 
puppy he seemed to have become in the Dom's presence. 


By the end of the shopping trp, with Nikki insisting on paying for everything, citing that it was an unspoken rule that a Dom would outfit their 
submissive however they saw fit, Jon's mind was reeling 


He had pushed back at Nkkis insistence over certain items at first, until he accepted that he simply had no choice in the matter and the larger 


picture finally came into view. 
And he liked what he saw. 


"Now that your outfit is taken care of," Nkki said, guiding Jon back toward the elevators with a hand at the small of his back, "we have the 
contract to deal with. And there's also the small matter of giving me a blowjob" 


"Yes Sir” 
whe 


"Why don't you order up some room service," Nikki said, pulling Jon's thoughts back from their shopping trip. "We'll need something light but 
filling. You don't want to be puking your guts up tonight, puppy. Or fainting either. Last night was enough." 


Jon pulled a face, grinning, then asked, "May | order some wine with the meal, Sir?" 

"Moke it a white wine," Nikki said, laying the purchases out on the bed in a random pattern. "And make sure it's a low alcohol percentage one." 
Jon screwed up his nose a little but understood the reasoning behind it. "Yes, Sir," he acknowledged and picked up the receiver to the house 
phone. He dialled Room Service and placed their order; two grilled salmon steaks, garden salad and fries, along with the wine. He hung up, 


saying, "It'll be delivered within the hour." 


"Good," Nikki said, tossing the contracts on the table. "We can get started now, then continue over dinner." He tore a couple of pages from the 
hotel notepad and added them to the papers on the table. "Take a seat, puppy," he said, indicating the other chair opposite him. 


"Can't we open the good stuff first?" He really wanted to see the whole outfit in one piece so that he could marry up the mental image with 
the actual final result. 


"Contract first," Nikki said over his shoulder, "Dress ups later, sweetcheeks." 

Jon pouted unknowingly and flopped down in the seat, earning himself an arched eyebrow from Nikki 

"I'd expect that kind of behaviour from Tommy," Nikki said. "He's my impudent little brat-sub, with all that that entails. You, pup," he stopped 
and looked at Jon thoughtfully. "I think you will be the perfect pain slut. It will be interesting to find out exactly what your limits are going to 
be." 


Jon had felt the belly swoop at the words pain slut. He couldn't help the flutter of his eyelids, nor the slackening of his jaw to allow the 
shuddery breath to escape. 


"Okay," Nikki said "The sooner we start, the sooner | get to play with my Barbie doll” 

Jon issued a soft, "Fuck off, asshole," making the dark-haired man chuckle. 

"That's one," Nikki said. 

"One what?" 

"Consider yourself now on the scorecard, puppy," Nikki replied. "You've just earned yourself your first punishment for later this evening.” 

Jon grunted softly with the sudden jolt of excitement that Nikki's words had caused. Electricity zipped around his body, burning him wherever 
it landed, heating him from the inside. He bit his lip to give himself something else to focus on instead of the riot of thoughts going through 


his head. 


"The first part is fairly self-explanatory," Nikki started, seemingly oblivious to Jon's situation. "While you're reading them, | need you to 
understand that there are no right or wrong answers when filling out this contract" 


Jon glanced up from perusing the paperwork and nodded. "Do | get a pass mark at least?" 


Nikki looked blankly at him for a moment and held up two fingers before returning to the matter at hand. 


"Don't say anything that you think | want to hear," Nikki continued, his face and tone becoming more serious, "or assume anything that | want 
to do to you. You have to figure out what your limits are. Even | have my own limits, though probably not as many as yours will likely be. 


But we'll get to that section later." 


Jon read the definitions and, yes, they were fairly understandable. He was also impressed with the wording and layout being so professional. 
Having had to deal with innumerable contracts for a few years now, the unintended familiarity eased his trepidation over the whole process a 


little. 

"Any questions?" 

Jon shook his head, but didn't reply. 

"Good," Nikki nodded. "Take off your shoes and socks, pup." 


"Huh?!" Jon frowned in confusion but seeing Nikki's authoritative demeanour, he quickly followed his Sir's instruction, placing his well-worn 


boots neatly aside and tucking his socks into the tops, before sitting back comfortably. 


Returning his attention back to the contract, Jon was happy to see that Nikki looked pleased at his extra effort. He could have just kicked 
them off to one side, as he usually was wont to do, but his lesson yesterday had yielded an approving smile from Nikki. He curled his toes 
into the lush carpet, the only outward sign of how much that small show of approval affected him. 


"The next part is the terms of the contract," Nikki said. "The first half of it is the stock standard but | want you to pay close attention to 
the fact that either one of us can terminate the contract at any time." He tapped his finger on the table as he said the words. "It's not a 
legally binding contract; just one between you and me. Got that, puppy? Any time." 


"Yes, Sir," he replied and exhaled. 


Nikki nodded once and continued, "Now, going forward from here, obviously if you're out here then Dom In 8 would be the venue of choice. 
And | know we spoke briefly of what would happen if | was in your area but do you have any preference of venue in mind, if we were to 


play?" 


"Nothing in the Jersey area," Jon shook his head. "That's home and I'm too well known there, too many family members around and such, to 
try and sneak into any hotels or clubs. It would have to be out of state. Somewhere in Manhattan would be the easiest for us both to move 
about almost incognito." He thought for a moment. "I-| have..." he chewed on his bottom lip, "I have looked up a few clubs but..." 


"Hotels are fine, pup," Nikki reassured before adding, "How about.. venue to be advised 2" 

"That works," Jon said and watched Nikki pause, thinking for a minute before putting pen to paper in the space provided 

"Play will only be conducted at Dom In 8 (herein called The Club)," Nikki read out, "when submissive is in the Greater Los Angeles area - or - 
at a location on the East Coast yet to be determined, when the Dominant is in the New York City area" He turned his green eyes on Jon and 


asked, "Are you happy with that arrangement?" 


"Yes," he answered simply as a sharp rap on the suite door drew their attention "I'll get it," Jon said, and hurried toward the door. He signed 
for the meal, adding a generous tip to the total before dismissing the server with a, “Thanks, | got it from here." 


Jon closed the door behind him after the cart was wheeled in and he turned to find that Nikki had moved out of sight of the door. 
Gratefulness washed over him as he left the cart to one side, transferring the covered meals to the table. "Thanks for that," he said to Nikki 
as he returned from around the corner that the bathroom had created. 


"We were just talking about being discreet so," the older man shrugged and sat back down, "it made sense." Jon placed a wine glass in front of 
Nikki and poured the wine. "Thanks," he murmured. 


Jon sat and lifted the cloche from his plate, as did Nikki. He was suddenly hungry, and was assaulted with the heady aromas of fish and fries. 
The side salads were in separate bowls and covered with cling film. The colours of the food rioted in front of his eyes, complimenting the 
smell and making his mouth salivate. 


"Mmm. Good choice,” Nikki said around a mouthful of food, poking at the fish with his fork. "Getting back to the point at hand, | have a couple 


of ideas for check-in names. Are you familiar with the Marquis De Sade?" 

"Who isn't?" Jon shrugged. "Isn't that where the term sadism came from?" 

"Indeed," Nikki acknowledged with an inclination of his head. "He also wrote several books on the subject, including The Crimes of 
Love and Justine . But did you know, pup, that his manservant, a very average, unassuming, nondescript man..called Latour..was also 
his accomplice in all things kinky?" 


Jon's cutlery stopped mid-air as he looked at Nikki with interest. "So?!" he asked with a shrug. 


"So," Nikki said, after making a notation on the contract. "You're looking at Marc E DeSade," he pointed to himself, "Mr Justin LeTour," and 
pointed to Jon. 


"Justin?!" Jon raised his eyebrow in question at the bland name, and took a bite out of a bunch of fries. 
"Work with me here," Nikki said, swallowing the mouthful of food. "He wrote Justine ..so Justine..Justin.Jon All J names, pup." 


"Here | was thinking it was more along the lines of Justin Case," Jon replied, lifting his glass to wash down the fries. "We've used that one 
before on the road. You know..the mysteriously never-seen Justin, whose room is used regularly for an hour or two of privacy." 


"Huh! He works for you too?!" Nikki questioned innocently. "He sure gets around, that guy!" He winked at Jon. "I think he must be one of Doc's, 
or maybe even Fred's, friends.” 


"Guess so," Jon agreed, with a grin. 


"Okay! Moving on," Nikki said. "Safe words and signals. We've gone through the traffic light system, which is standard and easily remembered. 
But if you'd prefer something else, we can work with that." 


"| think I'd like to choose my own," Jon said, thoughtfully. 


"In that case there's another thing to consider," Nikki explained. "Like many other Doms, outside of traffic lights, | prefer to work with just 
one word. It's too easy to get confused if you have to remember two different words in the middle of a scene, especially if you play with 
more than one sub. Its bad enough to confuse a yellow pause request for a red stop and to end a scene prematurely, but any unnecessary 
delay if a sub calls red can result in panic or injury.” 


"Yeah, | can see that," Jon nodded. "But how does it work with just one word?" 


"Simple," Nikki replied. "If you call your safe word, | will immediately pause and address you by your name. What happens next depends on you. 
If you just need a break, or explanation, then you need to tell me why you called yellow and I'll pause until the problem is resolved. However, if 
you repeat your safe word then its red and everything stops immediately.” 


"| understand," Jon confirmed. 


"Also, if you're gagged and restrained, you'll need a hand signal. You can't choose to use a clenched fist to stop, because it's potentially an 
automatic reflex if you're in pain. Using the hand signal works like the first call of your safe word. I'll remove any gag and then you either tell 
me the problem or call your safe word to stop." 


"What signal do you use?" Jon asked. His belly gave another swoop of delight at Nikki's mention of restraints, gags and pain. He laid his flat 
palm against his belly to try and quell the butterflies that were unfurling in there. 


It used to shock him at how easily his body reacted to his alone-time musings about being restrained, gagged and, if he was feeling 
particularly horny, hooded, so that it all came down to sensations being caused on his body. 


"Tommy and | have agreed on devil horns up as a safe signal" Nikki held his fingers up. "Or, if you don't like that idea, any variation on that 
can be used. Twirl your fingers in the air," he swirled the air around his head with his spare hand while he spoke, "for all anyone cares, but it 


needs to be very visually obvious and something that you'll have the presence of mind to be able to do when you're deep in subspace." 


"Then I'm happy to use horns too, if that's okay?" Jon asked. "We're both familiar with that gesture. Um..then for a safe word..make it 


prayer.’ 

Nikki smirked a little and muttered, "Interesting," as he made the notation. "In that case, mine will be damned." 

"Why does a Dom need a safe word?" Jon asked. The juxtaposition of their individually chosen safe words was not lost on Jon 

"Dom's go into their own headspace,” Nikki said, placing the pen down to finish eating. "It's emotionally draining for the Dom, coz, you know, 
we're physically or emotionally hurting someone we usually care for deeply, so we'll call our own time out. Then, after a scene the Dom may 


feel a rush of depression, self-loathing, or embarrassment." Nikki scooped a large forkful of salad into his mouth. 


“Also, we'll call our safeword," he slurped a stray lettuce piece into his mouth, "if we see something like the scene escalating too fast or the 
sub asking for something that has normally been off-limits, just to check if they're coherent enough to approve going over their limit." 


"Makes sense," Jon nodded. 
"That's the boring stuff done," Nikki said. "Any other questions, puppy?" 
"No, Sir," he answered dutifully. 


"Good," his Sir replied, his mouth pulled into a smirk that Jon had grown fond of seeing. "Coz next up is the fun stuff! Finish your food, puppy. 
We'll take a short break when you're done.” 


He looked at the contract copy beside him. The words boundaries and limits leapt off the page and his belly somersaulted, suddenly making the 
thought of finishing his meal distasteful. 


He had a fair idea, from his natural curiosity and many sleepless nights in strange hotel rooms with multiple cable porn channels, how far he 
was willing to go. But... 


Jon was drawn back to the moment by the clatter of cutlery and he looked up to see Nikki setting aside his empty plate, ready to be placed 
back on the room service cart. The brunette finished the wine in his glass and belched. 


"Tidy up, take a piss if need be," Nikki said, lighting a cigarette and blowing the smoke cloud above his head, “and take your shirt off" 
Jon struggled against a full body shiver when the green eyes raked hotly over him. He licked his lips and hoarsely said, "Yes, Sir." 
Nikki walked by him, ruffling his hair on the way, and entered the bathroom, not bothering to close the door. 


Jon stood, blew out a steadying breath, stacked the dishes neatly, wiped the table of spills with his napkin and returned the cart to just 
outside of his suite door. 


Pouring the remainder of the wine into their glasses, he returned to the partially open door of the suite and added the bottle to the cart 
before locking it securely behind him. 


Jon cast a critical eye over the table and nodded in satisfaction that the table would be clean enough for his Sir's standards. All that 


remained were the contracts, one partially complete, the other still blank, the sheets of notepaper, two pens and their wine glasses. 


Remembering that Nikki had lit a cigarette, Jon spun around and located the only ashtray, unused so far, from beside the bed, and added it to 
the table. 


Picking up his glass, Jon took a sip. The beverage was overly sweet for his taste and it certainly didn't give him the buzz that he needed but 
it was cool against his dry mouth and throat. Returning the glass to the table, he removed his shirt and folded it neatly before placing it on 
the end of the bed near his shoes and socks. 


"Well done, puppy," Nikki said from just behind him and Jon jumped in surprise. "Go to the bathroom before we get into the section of the 
contract that will, no doubt," his voice dropped in tone, one that slithered over and through Jon's senses, "cause quite a stir," he placed his 
hand on Jon's groin and squeezed slightly, "in these jeans." 


Jon had every intention of holding Nikki's gaze, to push against the thing that wanted more of his Sir's attention, to be the brat that Tommy 


clearly was, not some milquetoast that just did as he was told every time. 


Fundamentally, that easy pushover wasn't who he was. To get to where he was now, he'd defied everyone that had told him no, given the 
finger to anyone that had told him that a music career was a stupid idea and kept on trying even after every radio station and A€R guy had 
knocked back that first song. 


But, as he found himself unconsciously lowering his eyes from the intense, steady, green eyes, he felt a rise of inner peace in his submission 


to Nikki. 


He just wished that Richie could see how this, this need to surrender, gave him some kind of quietude in the absolute vortex of chaos that 
their lives had become. 


Jon inhaled deeply and released it slowly, and was rewarded with a purr from his Sir and the move of Nikki's hand from his throbbing dick to 


hook a finger under Jon's chin, forcing him to meet his gaze again. 


"As much as | approve of your eagerness to appease me, puppy," Nikki said, "I need you fully in the present to complete the rest of the 
contract. Go do what you need to do," he flicked a look down Jon's body, "but come back ready to work." 


"Yes, Sir," Jon replied. "I don't suppose you could help..with my predicament?" he asked, hopefully. "| mean. did blow you on the way back here. 
Fair is fair, right..Sir?" Crossing his arms across his chest and widening his stance, subconsciously throwing down a bratty challenge. 


Nikki's sardonic smirk pulled at one corner of his mouth. "You're either testing your limits," he said, "or testing my patience. Deliberately too, | 
think. You've already earned yourself punishment later this evening, but..how much more can you handle?" 


"| want it all," Jon said, hoping for his most seductive tone and raising his eyebrow up to match the other man's smirk, "Sir." 


Nikki considered him for a moment before emitting a huff of amused breath and saying, with a toss of his head toward the bathroom, "Now, 
be a good puppy and go empty that little plaything.” 


Dismissed with a quick peck on the lips, Jon turned toward the bathroom to relieve himself as instructed, like a toddler being potty trained 
before a car ride. When he'd finished, albeit awkwardly and much to his cock's disgust at the limited and hardly satisfying contact, before 
being unceremoniously stuffed back into the confining jeans when all it wanted to do was be free, Jon washed his hands and splashed his face 


with some cool water. 


He wiped his face with a towel and cast a critical eye over his reflection. The hickies were deeply purple now. Some were just tiny dots, easily 
ignored but others were clearly bite marks, especially the ones around his neck and shoulders. 


If it were Dot he was going home to, he could easily pass them off with an excuse of some random, drunken night with a groupie or two. She 
wouldn't like it and would make him sleep alone for a minimum of a week, but things would go back to normal after they faded, from his body 


and therefore, her mind. 


Richie would be harder to fool. No, he corrected himself. He didn't want to fool his lover, his lover was far too observant for that, just to 
divert his attention for a short while. Although Nikki had suggested flying out to Maui to meet up with Richie, Jon didn't think that it would 
be a good idea. 

No, he decided. He'd allow his absent lover to have his requested space and time. In fact, even if Richie was still in New Jersey when he got 
back, he'd need to find a believable excuse to stay out of his way. The marks he was already sporting would be too difficult to hide, not to 
mention any new ones he might yet earn Instead, he'd be waiting for him when he got back home and he would show Richie, using whatever 


means it took, that he was the priority in Jon's life. 


He'd been wrong when he was listing his pros and cons; he'd missed the biggest pro of all pros, the one that should have been in flashing neon 
lights right at the top of his list: 


He loved Richie. With all of his heart. 
And if that meant letting him go to live a life with someone that he could be open and in public with..then that's what he'd have to do. 
Even if it killed him to do so. 


"You can't be rubbing one out, puppy,” Nikki's voice interrupted his self-reflection. "You're too much of a moaner for that. Get your ass out 
here before | add another punishment for your tardiness." 


Jon grinned at himself in the mirror, noting the flash in his eyes, and left the bathroom. 

"Sorry," he muttered sarcastically as he sat back down at the table. 

Nikki slid his eyes to him briefly. "The next section," he said, in clipped tones, "is on limits. And you're pushing mine at the moment." 

Jon tried to look contrite, though he wasn't sure he got away with it at all. 

"| should never have told you that Tommy was my brat," Nikki growled, "coz you're pulling all the same stunts at the moment. Now..getting 
back to limits for the contract. This is where you need to really think about what you want. Lets start with the easy stuff; what are some 


things you will absolutely not allow me to perform on you, or with you. These are hard limits." 


"Any kind of live animal," he said straight off. "And," he wrinkled his nose in disgust, "anything to do with shit. Just thinking of those two 


makes my stomach turn" 

"Good," Nikki said. "Beastiality and scat are also my hard limits. They're things that even | won't mess around with. What else?" 

"Purely out of respect for Dot and Richie," Jon said, "no public sex. | don't want any of this to accidentally get out and cause them any harm. 
"Okay," Nikki nodded compliantly. 


"Um," Jon said as he thought a little harder for a moment. He really wanted to try most things. "Can these hard limits change?" he asked. 
"Like..if | only put a couple of things down now but change my mind later, is that okay?" 


"Absolutely, it's okay. Hard limits can change to soft limits, and vice versa, at any time. Soft limits are ones that are more maybes rather 
than definite nos." 


"Then," he said, "no marks on the face. | know that makes me sound like a conceited asshole..but it is what it is.” 


"There's nothing conceited in that," Nikki said. "It brings in all those little girls that want to get into your pants, and, no doubt, a lot of guys 
too. | also like your face the way it is. In fact, that's what | was..eh, you'll see later, my little Barbie Doll. Anything else?" 


"No permanent marks anywhere other than the torso. For the same reason. Everything else would be the maybes." 


"Good start,” Nikki said. "I'm gonna let you write those down yourself so Dominik knows that there's been no coercion from me." He slid the 
contract across the table to Jon "While you're at it, you might as well write down your soft limits too. We can discuss them once you're 
done. l'm actually curious to read them." 


Jon took the pen and wrote down his hard limits first, noting that Nikki had already completed his two. Following on from those, he started 
listing his soft limits. 


Temporary marking (bruises/minor cuts) on those parts of the body that can be covered with clothing This one almost seemed obsolete, since 


his body was already littered with nicks, cuts and bruises. 


Permanent marking (scars/tattoos) on torso only. He wouldn't say no to a new tattoo and scars were just a part of life, not much he could do 
about those. 


Fisting with prior specific permission only. He clenched his ass tight at this one. He'd seen a couple of videos and it kinda scared him, but if he 
had enough time to mentally prepare for it..then he'd give it a go. 


"You know the thing with the candles and wax," Jon said, looking up to see Nikki watching him. "What's that called?" 


Nikki's cool, green eyes gave nothing away. "Fire play," he said, leaning back in the chair. He braced his arms behind his head and crossed his 
arkles. 


"Thanks," Jon said and made his notation. Fire Play with prior specific permission only. 


Multiple partners with prior specific permission only. The unbidden image of being caught between his Dominant and his lover made his gut 


clench with desire. 


He hesitated over the next one. They'd both agreed that having someone shit on you for fun wasn't their thing but what about piss. Again, he 
was considering giving it a go, just to see if he got any thrill out of it. 


"Um," he started, nervously. "How do I..is there a name for..." His words petered off out of embarrassment. 
"Spill it, puppy," Nikki said. "Don't ever be ashamed of anything. That is why we do this." His glance shifted to the papers in front of Jon. 
"There's this thing where you piss on someore..," he said, and felt the fire of embarrassment scorch up his neck and face. 


This time Nikki's eyebrow did shoot up into his hair. Shifting in his seat to lean forward, Nikki folded himself in two to rest his forearms on 
the table and his chin on his hands. "You wanna try some water sports, pup?" he asked. "That's cool, we can do that" 


"Water sport," Jon clarified and Nikki nodded, a smile pulling at his mouth. Jon exhaled and wrote Water Sports on the next line. 


"Um..and the doctor stuff?" Dear Lord, just get this over with already. Swallow me up now and save me from this fucking mortification "| mean, | 
saw that area last night where it was like a doctor's bed and shit like that. Is that what they call medical play? I've heard that term used 


before." 


This time Nikki did release the full force of his smile and started singing, "He's the one they call Dr. Feelgood. He's the one that makes ya feel 
alright. He's the one they call Dr. Feelgood." They both chuckled at that. "Yes, puppy, that's medical play and l'm really pleased that you're 


considering that one." 


Medical play. Jon slowed as he wrote the final Y and searched for any others that would be on the fence line of yes or no. "I think thats it 


for now," he said in a rush of air, relieved that that portion was finally over. 


He read his list over again and realised that he'd automatically fallen into writing in a legal style, something that he'd become quite used to 
over the past few years. He fell back into his chair and scrubbed his hands over the heated skin of his face. 


Nikki drew the document back in front of him, pinching his bottom lip between his finger and thumbs as he read Jon's list. "This is a good list, 
pup," he said. He picked up the pen and made his own catalogue of soft limits. "Mine isn't as long, and is more on the yes side of soft, than 
the no. There is one difference though." He handed the contract back to Jon to read. 


"Oh," he said, reading the one at the top of the list. Submissive must be shaved or waxed before the scene. He ran a hand over his almost bare 
chest. 


"What can | say," his Sir shrugged. "I like my flesh on the less hairy side." Then, in a more serious tone, said, "The next few lines are 
important, and yes, | know we've already discussed this, but | can't stress it enough. Hard limits are exactly that. Hard and fast..and non 


negotiable within the context of a scene. Do you need to reconsider anything? Shift anything around from soft to hard or vice versa?" 


Jon thought about his list. "I don't think so," he said. "But if we're doing something from the soft limits and | say my safe word because | 
don't like it..is that something that can happen?" 


"Absolutely," Nikki nodded. "And its what should happen. Safe words are exactly that, your safety line.” 
"Then, no, | don't need to change anything," Jon said, exhaling in something that was akin to relief. 


"Excellent," Nikki said. "That's the worst part done. The rest will be a piece of cake. Pants off, pup. Let's see how little Jonny likes the idea of 
some of the activities I'd like to try on you. And if you can hold onto your load until we get to the end of the contract..my mouth is yours to 


" 


use. 


Jon studied Nikki for a moment but saw no guile, so he stood and unfastened his jeans, letting them drop to the floor. Hooking them with his 
foot, he picked them up and folded them before placing them neatly on top of his carry-all. 


"Come stand closer," Nikki said, barely looking at him as he set the contract in front of him, pen at the ready. "Activities and punishments 
first then aftercare will round this out" 


For Jon, the next few minutes were an intense study in concentrating on, and listening to Nikki as he listed out all the things that Jon had only 
ever dreamed of being able to participate in He answered whatever questions were thrown at him, though with each passing item listed, and 
the accompanying vision in Jon's head, he had to divert some of that tight focus to keeping his body under control. 

Restraints, humiliation, spanking, choking..oh god, yes please. 

Flogging, paddling, whipping, sex toys .. definitely! Any and alll 

Anal sex, oral sex, frottage, kissing .. yes, yes, all the sex! 


Knife play, blood play .. been there, done that, want more! Lots more! 


Edging, temporary marking acceptable on torso, buttocks and thighs only .. esus Christ, Bongiovi, keep it together. Youre edging right now just 
discussing the options. You really are a fuckin’ sick bastard..but doesn't it feel so good?! 


"tm impressed, puppy," Nikki said, giving Jon's erection a flick with the pen "You've unconsciously given me an indication of what you find 


appealing and managed to keep it all in those itty bitty balls." Nikki's warm hand cupped his aching balls and rolled them in his palm. 
Jon closed his eyes, only briefly because as soon as he did the images that had flooded his brain with Nikki's list, had suddenly taken on a 
greater vibrancy against the blankness of his eyelids. His balls started to contract upward, only for Jon to feel a quick yank downward. He 


grunted with the pain and heard Nikki's dark chuckle. 


"We still have a few more items to get through, puppy," he said and returned to the contract. 


Punishments were discussed and quickly agreed upon, exacerbating Jon's already very healthy imagination, before the final point of business, 


aftercare. 

"Submissive will be allowed to orgasm when all assigned tasks have been completed,” Nikki said as he wrote. "Submissive will be allowed to 
orgasm if the scene has been completed to Dominant's satisfaction. Submissive will be allowed to ask the Dominant for ONE special reward at 
the end of the visitation" 

Wait! What?! Jon thought. "Sir?" 

"Yes, pup." 


"What do you mean about asking for a reward?" Jon asked. 


"It may not happen all the time, but,” Nikki shrugged, "if | think you've performed particularly well, then I'll allow you to name your own 
reward at the end of a scene. After all, you're the one doing all the hard work" 


"Oh," Jon said in mild surprise. He wondered what would constitute a reward and thought just being allowed to orgasm at the end would be 


payment enough. 


"Dominant will provide all aftercare for the submissive,” Nikki continued reading, "including but not limited to, providing preferred drinks and 
snacks, wound care and/or obtaining medical treatment if needed, cuddling, verbal praise, massage and/or a warm bath or shower." 


"You seemed to like the shower yesterday, so I've added that in," he said. "We can discuss the snacks and drinks you'd prefer later." Nikki laid 
the pen down with added care, scrubbed his hands over his face before looking Jon up and down. He rose to stand in front of Jon. "Dominik will 
go over all the more boring standard stuff when we're at the club but right now," he said, placing both hands over Jon's pectoral muscles, 


"we've got more interesting things to do." 


Jon's nipples had puckered violently beneath the warm palms. He tried not to show any outward signs that Nikki's simple touch had affected 
him so much, failing miserably when his cock dribbled a slippery tear to the floor below. 


Nikki's eyes held Jon's as he slowly moved his hands so that his thumbs could brush over the sensitive little nubs. "So responsive to my 
touch," Nikki murmured, bending his head to tease them with his tongue. 


Jon exhaled, a small sound escaping as he did. He didn't know what to do with his hands. Until now, he'd kept them at his side, pinching his 
thighs to distract himself through the list-making, but now, all he wanted to do was sink them into Nikki's dark hair so he could feel the 


smallest portion of control. 


Nikki hadn't said that this was a scene, though his use of pup and puppy led Jon to believe that it might be. But then, Nikki seemed to use 


them regardless of their situation, rarely calling him by name. 

"Please..." The word escaped before Jon could even attempt to hold it back. 

Nikki glanced up at him from Jon's right nipple, suckling on the superfluous teat. "Please? What do you want, puppy?" 
"l-l.want to..." Jon licked his lips. "Can | touch you?" 


Nikki straightened. Looking Jon in the eyes, he said, "Tell me what you'd like me to do right now, puppy. You've earned your one thing. You may 
not get another tonight, so choose wisely.” 
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Negotiations Have Closed 

Nikki POV 

"You've earned your one thing You may not get another tonight, so choose wisely," Nikki said 

He was intrigued at how quickly his new submissive had become aroused by going through the contract. Usually, it was just fairly bland 
negotiations between the Dom and their prospective sub, but it had taken an unexpected turn when he'd glanced up at one stage, only to see 
his puppy teasing his nipple through his shirt: 

Jon had had his head bent, focussed on the contract wording as Nikki recited the words, but his fingers were clearly twisting at the nub 
through the thin material. Nikki wasn't sure if it was just an unconscious habit or whether it was a deliberate move. That was when he 
decided to play a little and have him strip slowly over the space of the negotiations. 

What Nikki hadn't expected was for Jon to start slipping into a light subspace just from going through the list of kinks. 

Which got them to where they were now; Jon, naked with a raging hard on, and the open offer of a blow job on the table. 

Nikki quirked an eyebrow at Jon "If you don't speak up soon, I'll rescind my offer. It may or may not make another appearance later on" 


"| want..." his puppy bit his bottom lip in indecision. 


Nikki noticed the flash of fire in the blue eyes, like the sun glinting on the deepest of sapphires, moments before Jon closed the space and 
took Nikki's mouth with his. It was a hot, searing kiss, which surprised Nikki with its ferocity. 


Suddenly desperate fingers slid into his hair and Nikki felt the unmistakable downward pressure. It seemed his puppy had some balls after all. 


Wrenching his mouth away from his assailant's, leaving them both breathless, Nikki said, "Use your words, pup. Remember..no maybes, 
maybes can get you hurt. What do you want?!" 


Jon's fingers were still in his hair and Nikki found himself having to clench his teeth against the sting when those fingers tightened inexorably 
around the strands. 


"Suck me," Jon snarled, his top lip, curled upward to reveal his canines. 
"Thought you'd never ask, pup," Nikki purred and lowered himself gracefully to his knees. 


Jon's dick, whilst not as meaty as Tommy's, was still girthy and of a decent length. The darkened head remained partially nestled within its 
sheath but the single eye was free enough to allow its slippery tears to dribble down the length. 


Nikki swiped his finger through the fluid, up the length of him, before bringing his finger to his mouth and sucking it clean He was aware of 
the blue eyes above him, watching every movement, but it was this blind eye that he was more conscious of. 


Swirling the pad of his thumb over it, feeling the uncontrolled shift beneath his fingers that were resting down the shaft, before pressing 
against the slit and eliciting a moan from above. The fingers in his hair tightened infinitesimally, urging him further without words. 


He released his thumb and the precum flowed easily, quickly, and Nikki ducked his head to catch a few drips on his tongue. Pointing his tongue, 
he retraced the flow to the source before flicking the tip though the opening until Jon's legs started shaking. 


He knew that his puppy wasn't going to last long and that he seemed to enjoy a quick nap after any orgasm but he was going to try to avoid 
that by immediately sending him into a shower. 


Nikki opened his mouth and guided the thick, hard cock in between his lips and tightened them around the girth. 
"Fuck, yeah..," Jon groaned. 


Swirling his tongue around the silky head, gradually pushing the soft hood back to expose the ultra-sensitive glans as his hand that encased 
the shaft started a slow but very steady beat, back and forth, back and forth, letting the loose skin slide easily over the harder flesh 
beneath it. 


Sliding his middle finger from his free hand into his mouth beside Jon's cock to wet it thoroughly, Nikki then nudged the pale thighs apart a 
little and teased the puckered back entrance with his moist digit. 


"Yesss..," Jon hissed, adjusting his stance wider still. 
Nikki worked Jon's cock slowly, giving everything he had to bring his puppy the utmost pleasure. 


He knew he'd be able to easily swallow Jon whole, but a fast result was not necessarily a good one. A quicker resulting orgasm could be used 


in a combination of punishments one day, and are nowhere near as satisfying. 


He needed Jon to be relaxed for tonight for it was going to be a long one before Nikki sent his puppy on his way back home tomorrow. The 
plan was to shower and dress at the hotel, check Jon out on leaving, stay overnight at the club and then take Jon directly to the airport 
from there. 


It was going to be a night his puppy would remember, for a very long time. 


The only thing Nikki wasn't looking forward to was returning to his empty house. Jon was no replacement for Tommy but he'd actually enjoyed 
having the blonde taking up space; it had chased away the demons and the temptations. 


"So..ohhh.close...," his puppy moaned, drawing Nikki's attention back to him. 


Taking his cues from Jon's responses, Nikki knew his little puppy wasn't far from depositing everything he had into Nikki's mouth. Pulling off 
the meaty snack, Nikki looked up to the dazed blonde and said, "Let's bring this home, puppy." 


Increasing his stroke tempo, Nikki teased the dark purple head and throbbing shaft with licks and sucks, pulling the heavy balls into his mouth 
and nipping at the loose skin that held them and ducking his head lower still, through the thighs, to circle the rosy pucker with his tongue 
until he felt the telltale signs of Jon's impending orgasm. 


The subtle swelling of the dick in one hand and the contraction of balls in the other, had Nikki opening his mouth wide in readiness. He poked 
out his tongue, laying it as flat as he could and felt the throb of the heavy vein on the underside of Jon's cock, moments before his puppy 


shot thick, creamy ropes of cum into his mouth and down his throat with a loud groan 


Nikki had swallowed the majority of the viscous, tangy fluid but milked the remnants from the twitching man with a firm swipe of his thumb 
along the underside of Jon's shaft. Rising from his knees, Nikki sank his hands into Jon's hair and, without saying a word, melded their two 


mouths together with a deep, open kiss, letting the remaining fresh cum trickle from his tongue onto the younger man's. 


Like a thirsty man smelling water at an oasis, Jon hungrily chased after his own taste on Nikki's lips and tongue. It was like being devoured. 
Nikki knew that feeling of needing to taste every morsel and inhale every scent as though you'd never have the opportunity to be in that 


position again. 


Jon shuddered in his arms and Nikki forcefully, but gently, pushed him away. The man was a good kisser, very good, in fact, and Nikki was a 
little disappointed that he needed to push Jon away. But his puppy was shivering, getting chilled, and they were quickly losing time. 


"Did you enjoy your reward, puppy?" he asked, taking note of Jon's glazed eyes and pink, swollen mouth from kissing. He ran his thumb over 
the tender skin of Jon's bottom lip and roughened jaw. They'd both suffer from a little razor burn after that heavy makeout session. 


Nikki could almost pinpoint the moment that Jon's conscious mind took over the sex-addled one; the light behind the sapphire blue shifted into 


a more normal clarity. 
"Fuck, yeah..." he sighed, a lazy, sleepy smile spread across his face. "Thank you. Can |..2" he asked as he started lowering himself to the floor. 


"No," Nikki said, hooking his hand under Jon's arm. "As you can see, | don't need it now." He'd learned long ago that anticipation was a heady 
aphrodisiac. "And you're going into the shower, pup.” 


"Oh, but..." Jon pouted. 


"No buts," Nikki said, marching him toward the bathroom with a firm hand around his bicep, "other than your fine butt disappearing into the 
shower." He gave Jon a firm smack on the ass as he crossed the threshold of the hotel bathroom. "Do you need anything from your bag?" 


Jon shook his head, "No, Sir. My shower kit was the only thing | took out the other day" 
"Then go clean yourself up," he said. "| have work to do to make you presentable so no more than ten minutes." 


Nikki turned and left Jon in the bathroom, to change into his newly purchased outfit of solid black, soft as butter, suede pants and a multi- 
coloured brocade vest in rich, vibrant jewel colours. The scooped neckline already allowed a decent amount of chest visible..to be admired and 


touched..but the rest of the front was only held closed by the last of three low buttons. 


He offset it with some new, quality, costume jewellery; a thick rope chain with a jewelled skull that hung just over his heart, which had given 
him a perverse sense of irony, matching faux pocket watch chain and thick, chunky, silver rings. He'd chosen the pieces carefully, knowing that 
he'd be able to wear them onstage at a later date. Last to be added to his outfit was a black bandana, decorated with silver skulls, to the 
back left pocket to flag himself, as per common knowledge within the flag system, as a sadist to those in the club, though most would already 


know. 


Nikki Sixx was one of the most sought after, as a Dominant in that field of kink.and his darker, more sinister other self, Sikki, came as an 


added bonus to the few that Sikki deemed worthy of his attention. 


Next, he dug out the hairbrush he'd bought in the lobby gift shop on the way up, and brushed his long hair out until it gleamed. Tonight was 
not the night for haphazard, ratted ends. 


Checking himself in the full length mirror hanging on the wall opposite the bed, he gave himself a cursory nod before applying thick layers of 
kohl to his eyes to make them pop. Sharpening the tip to reveal a fresh layer to use on Jon, Nikki set it aside along with the mascara, lip 
gloss and hairbrush. 


Hearing the shower stop, Nikki turned toward the bathroom door and readied himself, the Dominant self, to receive his pup. Exhaling slowly, 
deeply, Nikki set his feet, shoulder width apart, straightened his spine and crossed his arms over his chest. 


"Did | make the ten minutes?" Jon stepped out, towel wrapped around his waist as it was yesterday, another draped over his head as he 
rubbed at his wet hair. He cast an eye over the dappled marks on his puppy's bare skin before he became aware that Nikki was standing 
there. 

"Just," Nikki replied, deepening his tone slightly. 


It pleased him to see the widening of the blue eyes once his puppy had seen him. They travelled over Nikki from head to toe, feeding his 
Dominant's ego. 


"Jesus Christ," Jon muttered, barely audible. 


"Go get your belongings from the bathroom, pup," Nikki said with a throw of his chin toward the bathroom, "if we're checking you out of 
here tonight" Jon nodded and turned automatically. "And leave the towels in there," Nikki added. 


"Yes, Sir!" 
The blonde returned almost immediately and Nikki mentally congratulated himself on his appropriate choice of endearment for his new sub. 


Jon was the embodiment of a very eager, and if the sudden regrowth of his cock was anything to go by, a very excited puppy being called in 
from the rain, with the lure of a treat. His long hair was damp and bedraggled, sticking out at all angles from the vigorous rub down it had 


just received and his whole demeanour was one of enthusiastic obedience. 


Jon started to kneel but Nikki halted him with a sharp, "No." The blue eyes blinked at him once. "I cant dress you when you're kneeling," Nikki 
explained, scornfully. Pulling Jon's arms behind his back, arms crossed to hold the opposite elbow. "Stand there." 


"Tell me, pup," Nikki asked as he needlessly rearranged the various parcels on the bed. "What are you expecting tonight?" 
"Huh?" 


"What are you hoping to achieve?" Nikki asked. He was aware of Jon's eyes following his hands shifting and moving the purchases. He had no 
reason other than to draw out the anticipation "Are you doing all of this," Nikki waved one hand around between them, "just to get your 
rocks off?" 


"No, Sir," Jon replied, eyeing Nikki warily as the confusion rolled off him in thick waves. "I just did that. Though, it would be an added bonus to 
do it again" The blondes mouth pulled up into a cheeky grin 


Nikki glanced up sharply. "Add another on your tally for impudence," he said. "Maybe | should have bought something that | could use as a 
gag," he added, more to himself than to Jon. He picked up the largest parcel and held it, offering it to his pup from across the room. "Now... 
why are you doing this?" he asked again. "Answer to my satisfaction and you'll get these. Don't answer and you'll be walking these halls just 


the way you are." 
There was a pause, a nervous lick of the lips and a heavy swallow before his puppy answered. 


"l-I don't know what to do anymore," Jon said. "I don't know who /am anymore. Everyone wants a piece of me and..l'm not sure..'m not sure 


that if | don't give them what they want, that | even exist.” 
Nikki considered the younger man for a moment. "I also want a piece of you..how does that make you feel?" 


"Its different, though," he replied. "You know what kind of life..." Jon huffed out a wry laugh. "You know. You understand. | need something... 


someore..that understands. From the pinnacle down You seem to have it together. You and the guys." 


Nikki laughed; a bubble of surprise that intensified into something darker, more caustic. "You think we have it together?! That's rich!" he 
finally managed to say, wiping away the bitter tears. "I'm about to be forced into rehab, our guitarist can barely stand upright from either 
pain or booze, our lead singer can't keep his dick in his pants for more than a set and Tommy." His voice rose higher with each point made 
until he realised something. Nikki swallowed. Tommy was the only one of the band that he'd called by name, "Tommy has his wife to go home 
to." 


"Which means I've been where Sambora is, too," he added, heatedly. "I've been the one looking in from the outside. Watching the other half of 
your heart find someone else that they can parade in front of family and friends, the public eye, playing happy families..because you and he 
can't openly live the life you both want" 


He pinched the bridge of his nose in an effort to calm himself and to quell the sudden, and totally unexpected, sting of tears that threatened. 
"So..yes, | understand, pup, probably better than you think | do. But my life is just as fucked up as yours." 


"This," he indicated to himself, "is just a fuckin’ illusion of having my shit together. Inside, I'm screaming..my veins, my organs, my brain..all 
screaming with the need to shoot up and shut out the fuckin’ world.for just one short, sweet minute, and be totally nothing" 


He moved to Jon's side and turned them both to face the mirror, slinging his arm over Jon's shoulder. "I guess we're not so different, you 
and |, pup," he said. "The only difference is the external appearance..of which you have none at the moment." 


Both he and Jon looked at their reflections and grinned in amusement. Jon's nakedness was the complete antithesis of Nikki, attired in his full 


Dominant regalia. 


"C'mon, let's get you dressed," Nikki said, slapping Jon on the chest. "Wait..," he smoothed his hand over the muscles beneath his hand. "You 
shaved?!" he exclaimed, delightedly. 


"Its part of the agreement, Sir," Jon shrugged. "It's not the cleanest sha-." 


"Wrong! It's perfect," he said, cutting off the apology. Turning swiftly, Nikki collected the largest package from the bed and handed it to Jon. 


"Put them on No underwear." 


"| never do unless it's necessary," his puppy replied, carefully tearing the tissue paper open. He shook out the folded pants, leaving the paper 
to flutter to the end of the bed. 


Nikki tsked and eyed the fluff of red wrapping. "Add another to your tally, pup," he said, crossing his arms over his chest. 
"Should | be keeping track..Sir?" Jon asked, sarcasm oozing from the tardily proffered Si. 


He had to bite the inside of his mouth when he caught the barely-there smirk as the blonde snatched up the paper and attempted to fold it 
whilst holding the pants beneath his arm. 


"Yes. You should already be doing that," Nikki replied, tersely. "And add another two to the total; one for your error and one for the tone of 


your voice. Now..get dressed" 

Jon threaded one foot through the first leg of the pants, grumbling, "Of course they have to be spandex. | haven't worn this shit in years." 
Nikki growled low in his throat. "Thats one more. That tally is getting higher and higher by the moment, pup. | swear you're going to fuckin’ 
out-brat Tommy with the way you're going. Now, zip it unless you're spoken to, otherwise I'll be gagging you as soon as we get back to the 
club. And it won't be with a comfortable ball gag." 


You fuckin’ wimp! Youre too soft on the whiny little bitch. Make it an O ring and open his mouth as wide as his ass. Then fuck them both 


Nikki growled but the vision of Jon on all fours, bound to the spanking bench and open against his will, filled his head, unbidden, and it sent a 
frisson of electricity shooting up his spine. 


Let me at him, Sixx. will teach hm a lesson he won't forget. C’mon..you know you want fo... 
Nikki hissed, his top lip pulled up into a snarl but refused to acknowledge the insidious voice that infiltrated through the mental blockade. 


Jon was still struggling to get the tight pants up his legs. "Can | at least loosen these laces, Sir?" He had managed to get them mid thigh so 


far. 
"No," he answered, not bothering with an explanation. "How many punishments have you racked up in total now, pup?" 
"Um, about five or six," Jon hedged, still concentrating on working the pants the rest of the way up his legs as Nikki observed. 


"Wrong answer!" Nikki said. "You should have the correct answer available whenever | ask. You've just earned another for not being able to 
give it to me immediately. This brings your total to eight so far, pup. | will not remind you again" 


The crimson red fabric that currently matched his flaming red cheeks, flecked with gold to make them shimmer in the light, sat low on Jon's 
hips, his iliac furrows, or Adonis belt, clearly visible above the waistband. The side seams were only held closed by a series of laces, leaving a 


couple of inches or so of bare flesh, reminding Nikki of Vince's bright pink leopard print and mesh stage pants. 


He circled his pup, casting a critical eye over what was his. Last night, Jon's appearance hadn't mattered so much. Tonight was different. 
Tonight, he would be officially recognised as Nikki's trainee submissive and as such, needed to be dressed appropriately. 


"Hmm," he hummed. Granted, Jon wasn't as well endowed as Tommy or even himself, but there were too many bumps at the blonde's crotch 
for Nikki's liking. He had a vision for his puppy and errant bulges were not a part of them. 


He circled Jon again and stopped behind him. Sliding his fingers between the red fabric and Jon's warm skin, Nikki tugged the pants back down 
to mid-thigh. Reaching through Jon's thighs, Nikki grabbed Jon by the cock and balls. 


"Hey!" Jon yelped 
"You've now doubled your punishment," Nikki growled. "You've been told to shut it and yet you still persist in opening that wayward mouth of 
yours." He pulled the appendages, a little roughly, back through. "Keep ‘em there. Get dressed." Nikki stood, waiting to see the result of his 


adjustment. 


Jon pulled up the pants awkwardly, making quiet grunts and other noises as he fidgeted everything into place. Nikki nodded in approval, from 
behind, Jon was looking exactly the androgynous form he was hoping for. Long hair, slim waist and tight ass. Just perfect. 


"Turn around," he said and Jon did as instructed, albeit slowly and gingerly. "Much better!" Nikki exclaimed. "How does it feel?" 
"Weird," Jon frowned. "Uncomfortable and | don't know if it's gonna stay put" 
"Walk around a little. Concentrate on keeping everything in place." 


A few minutes of walking, adjusting and walking again, had Jon sashaying back and forth across the room, inadvertently wiggling his hips in an 
effort to keep his dick and balls in place, much to Nikki's satisfaction and delight: 


"Good, perfect," Nikki nodded. "Put your boots on," he said, handing Jon the large box. Inside lay a pair of pointed-toed boots, similar in colour 
to the pants Jon wore, with stacked, slim heels and gold zippers and matching chains to the tab at the back of the ankle. 


He arranged one of the chairs closer to the window for better lighting. "Once you're done, come sit over here and I'll fix your face. Hair will 


come last." 
After some close face to face work, Nikki had rimmed Jon's eyes in a thick, but artfully smudged, line of kohl that swept up into fine points, 
doubed some pale pink gloss on Jon's lips and finished by blowing out Jon's mane of hair into a fluffy halo of curls that hung down between 


his shoulders. 


"Right!" Nikki exclaimed finally after inspecting Jon's face closely. "You're done. Pack all your belongings up and we'll get you checked outta 


here." 

"Um, Sir?" Jon had risen from the chair and had caught sight of himself in the mirror. 
"Yeah?" 

"Do | have to go down to the lobby looking like this?" 


Nikki hadn't stopped to consider that Jon and his white toast bandmates would never contemplate walking around town in anything other than 


normal street clothes. 
"Looking like what?" he asked curiously. 


"Well. mean," Jon replied, fluttering his hands up and down to indicate his attire. "Can | put a shirt on?" 


"No," Nikki said simply, noting the look of apprehension that crossed Jon's face. "You're Jon Bon Jovi, for fuck sake! One of the biggest fuckin’ 
rock stars..behind Motley, of course," he added as an aside and the almost-eyeroll did not go unnoticed. "You don't have to explain yourself to 
anyone." 

Jon opened his mouth to protest but shut it immediately once Nikki raised his eyebrow at him. 

"But | will allow you to wear my jacket down to check out, out of respect for your wishes about not going public," Nikki offered. 

Youre so fuckin' soft on this sissy prick, Sixx. Even allowing a jacket is too lenient 

Nikki tightened his jaw at the intrusive hiss of the voice in his head. 

"| appreciate that, Sir," his puppy said. 

"Finish cleaning up this mess and be ready to go when | come back," Nikki said and strode into the bathroom, and deliberately closed the door 
carefully when all he wanted to do was slam it so it rattled in the frame. Bracing his hands on the countertop, Nikki looked at his reflection 
He did not see himself, rather, he saw the distorted and grotesque being that skimmed way too close beneath his surface. 


"Go away," he growled. 


Sikki sneered and laughed. You pussy! What the fuck is wrong with you?! You're fuckin’ mollycoddling the piece of shit. You would never be this 


fuckin’ permissive with anyone else! 
"He's new," Nikki said, teeth clenched. He wanted to yell at his demon self, make it shut up, make it go away. 


Hal New-schmoo..boo fuckin’ hoo. This is where you mould him to your design, motherfucker. This is where you can fuckin‘ break the little prick 
down and stomp him fiat. 


"Go. Away,” Nikki growled quietly once more. "I'm not doing it that way." 

You weak and ineffectual piece of fuck! You don't deserve to be a Dom! Youre more like a wet-nurse than anything- 

Nikki was getting ready to smash his fist into the mirror to quell the monstrous voice, when there was a knock at the door. 
"ls everything okay in there, Sir?" Jon asked. 

"Yes," he answered, tersely. "I'll be out in a minute, make sure you're ready to leave." 


Nikki consciously uncurled his fist and spread the stiffened fingers beneath the cool water, wishing he had a hit of something, something 
stronger than the small vial of coke that was in the pocket of his jacket. 


Thats if, Sixx..call up that dealer of yours and get some of that pretty white powder delivered right now. Im sure its not the first time he's 
delivered to a fancy hotel like this one. 


‘Listen, fucker, | got a proposition that might appease you enough to leave me the fuck alone for a few hours" Nikki screamed in his head back at 
the fiendish voice. "He's info pain, you saw that yesterday. If | can get him down into a decent subspace..then you can have at him." 


A kernel of a dark chuckle started in his head, getting louder and louder. Nikki swore his eyes shimmered from the usual sea-glass green to 
something evil, more toxic, as he continued to stare at them. 
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The door of his suite clicked softly behind them. There was no going back now. He had his carry-all in his hand, his sunglasses firmly over his 
eyes, which would be de rigueur for any hotel check-out, as he headed down the hallway toward the bank of elevators. 


The difference was that he was in high heeled boots, make up, Nikki's overly large jacket hiding his almost naked torso, red/gold spandex 
strips of cloth covering around sixty percent of his legs and ass, oh, and his dick and balls were so far up between his ass cheeks that he 
could have been fucking himself if he were bigger. 


"That's it, puppy,” Nikki's silky smooth voice followed him. "Work that fine ass for me." 

If his Sir wanted an androgynous vamp-tramp, then he was going to give him that. 

"You mean this ass, Sir?" 

Jon lifted the back of the jacket with his free hand, put a little extra wiggle in his walk, and a low, growly chuckle floated back to him. He 
hurried a few extra steps ahead before stopping and, in his best stripper-like move, having seen more exotic dancers over the past few 
years than a regular Joe would in a lifetime, dropped into a low squat before rising again, ass pushed out, palming the rest of himself back 


into position as he rose. 


"Brat!" Nikki muttered. "Yes, that ass, puppy," he said a little louder. "And by the end of the night you won't be able to tell whether you've got 


those pants on or not." 

Jon threw a coquettish look over his shoulder at his Sir and blew him a kiss. "I look forward to it," he said with a little sass. 

He was exhilarated now that he'd come to terms with having to present himself, dressed as he was, to the public..or at least to whoever was 
in the lobby as he checked out. He had even thought of a backup plan. If anyone commented, he would simply say that they were off to an 
industry party that had a glam theme. 

"You really want to play that game, puppy?" Nikki offered lightly even though he quickened his steps. 


"| have no idea what you're talking about, Sir," Jon replied innocently as he approached the elevators. 


He was about to press the call button when he felt his arm being wrenched behind his back and his body shoved up against the cold steel of 
the doors. 


"Fire, little one," Nikki said, his breath ruffling Jon's hair near his ear. "You're playing with fire. | am starting to believe that you're wanting to 
get on that plane tomorrow, black and blue." He gave Jon a little nudge, pressing him even more closely to the doors. "Is that what you want? 
| can leave your ass looking like ground beef, if thats what you want me to do?" 


Jon moaned; a pathetic whine of want. 
"You'll find it impossible to sit still, even in those cushion-soft first class seats," Nikki continued. "Every movement, every squirm, every 


clench of those perfect," Jon felt Nikki's hand on his ass, squeezing his right glute painfully, "juicy buns will bring the memory of your 
punishments to mind." 


Beneath his cheek, the rumble and vibrations of the car moving within its tunnel started up and, without warning, panic shot through him. In 
his head, he was picturing the doors opening beneath their combined weight, causing both he and Nikki to go hurtling into the cavernous 
depths of the elevator shaft. His fear of the tiny metal boxes and all things associated with them, had started to become a serious problem, 
leaving his wife and bandmates confused on the occasions that he'd bailed out of the confines of the cars, however roomy, at the last minute 


to take the stairs instead. 


"Please," he whimpered. "Please let me go." He struggled against Nikki's hold, his anxieties had stolen his breath and his heart was beating 
erratically in his chest. "Please..| can't.. can't breathe," he choked out. 


"Shit," Nikki cursed, softly, almost inaudibly. He slowly eased Jon's arm down but never completely let go of him. "Jesus christ," Nikki sighed 
and moved Jon away from the elevator, to the opposite side of the vestibule, before turning Jon to face him and releasing his grip. 


Jon slid inelegantly down to crouch against the wall, placed his elbows on his knees, arms over his head to hide his face from Nikki's gaze 
while taking a few carefully controlled deep breaths. 


"Are you okay, pup?" Nikki asked, standing over him, protectively. 
He really hated to show any weakness over getting into a stupid elevator to anyone, not even his prospective Sir. He'd managed to get away 
with avoiding them so far when a panic attack took him by surprise, as it had done now. Dot and his band were becoming used to him holding 


back and slinking off to the stairwells, even if they didn't really believe his excuses of needing the extra exercise. 


With a forced devilish smirk, Jon raised his head slowly. Seeing Nikki's look of surprise and confusion, Jon said, "Gotcha!" as he pushed 
vigorously up, out of the crouch. 


"What the fuck?!" Nikki exclaimed as Jon shot past him, narrowly avoiding the bassist's grabbing hand, and pushed the door to the emergency 
stairs open Taking the steps two at a time, he thought he was going to be successful in reaching the bottom ahead of Nikki. It was only a 
few flights of stairs after all. 


He chuckled to himself as he pictured his Sir's face when the elevator doors opened. He was still smiling when he pushed the final door to the 
lobby area open 


"Hello, puppy," Nikki said, his tone deep and silky smooth, belying the ice in his green eyes. 


"Shit!" Jon yelped. The epithet echoed through the cavernous, concrete vertical tunnel. He hadn't taken into account the elevator already being 


at their floor when he fled down the stairs. 

"For that little show of disobedience, your tally has now tripled" Nikki's eyebrow disappeared up into his dark hairline as he looked Jon over. 
"Fix yourself up, you piece of shit," he said disdainfully. "Your dick has escaped, you're sweating and your hair has gone limp. You're a fuckin’ 
disgrace." 

"tm sorry, Sir," Jon mumbled, placing his bag on the ground. 

They hadn't even left the stairwell as Nikki held the door open, but effectively blocked his exit. The occasional passer-by glanced at them 
curiously but kept walking. He looked out nervously, checking for anyone that might be watching the litle byplay, before putting his hand into 
the tight pants to readjust himself back into position comfortably all under the close scrutiny of his Sir's green eyes. He fluffed his hair next 
and swiped the perspiration away from his hairline and beneath his eyes. 

He folded his arms behind his back as he had done up in the room and presented himself for inspection, wondering if he'd missed anything. 
"Total?" Nikki asked succinctly. 


Doing some quick mental arithmetic, Jon replied, "Forty eight, Sir.” 


"Moke it an even fifty," Nikki responded. "Go check out, pup, and make it snappy. We have places to be..and punishments to dish out" 


Nikki stepped back from the doorway and Jon, dropping his sunglasses back over his eyes, stepped around him and out into the general lobby 
area, mumbling a soft, "Thank you, Sir," as he passed. 


Fifty! Jon thought. Fifty of what? Push-ups? Spanks? Lashes? The last two had his heartbeat racing. 

Anticipation and fear battled for supremacy inside as he squared his shoulders and walked up to the reception desk. 
"Good evening, sir," the woman behind the desk greeted him. "How can | help you?" 

"lm checking out, thanks," Jon said, sliding the key across the counter. 


"Of course, sir," she smiled solicitously, but Jon was keenly aware of the glances she was sending to his bare chest, which was clearly visible 


from beneath Nikki's jacket. 

"You stayed an extra night, unplanned," the word came out clipped and disapproving, "and ordered room service today. For two?" Her eyes 
flicked around the lobby, presumably looking for someone who may have looked like they were his guest. "Is that correct?" she asked, casting 
a censorious look at Jon 

"That's right,” he nodded, willing her to work a little faster. 

"There's an extra charge for the emergency additional night," she added, superfluously. 

"l'm aware," Jon replied in clipped tones. "I agreed to that fee at the time." 


"Hmm," she hummed and tapped away at the computer, unnecessarily, in Jon's opinion. 


He glanced over to where Nikki was standing, waiting, and received a questioning tilt of his dark head. Jon gave a little half shrug and a quick 
shake of his head to acknowledge the unspoken question 


The printer hummed suddenly behind her and a sheet of paper was produced. The woman retrieved the invoice and placed it on the counter in 


front of Jon and began explaining each item. 


"That's fine," Jon said shortly, cutting her off mid-spiel. He placed his black credit card on top of the printout very deliberately, and pushed it 
forward, closer to the clerk. "I have an appointment | need to get to," he said "Are you able to hurry this up, please?" Jon flashed her a quick 
grin, hoping to soften his words a little. 


With a purse of her lips, the woman took the card to process the payment. Whilst she was occupied, Jon leaned over the counter and found a 
notepad and pen, and proceeded to sign a few pages, tearing them off when he'd finished. He'd promised the girl that had taken his call 
yesterday, some autographs so he was following through on his side of the deal. She'd been a lot ricer than the woman today. 

"Payment has been made, sir," she said, returning the credit card and receipts to Jon. 

"Great, thanks," Jon replied "Um, do you have an envelope at all? Please?" Within a few moments, an envelope was unceremoniously pushed in 
front of him. "Thank you. One last thing," he said, folding the pages neatly and slipping them into the envelope. He sealed it and scrawled 

a thank you across the seal, flipped it and then wrote yesterday's, more friendly, staff member's name on the front. 


"Can you see that this reaches her safely?" he tapped the name he'd written before sliding the envelope over to the older woman. 


With a terse smile and disinterested look, she inclined her head in acknowledgement. "Of course, Sir," she said, taking the envelope and placing it 
into a tray marked Reception Staff and effectively dismissed him when she moved to another guest. 


"Thank you," he said, valiantly holding back the eye roll he so wanted to give the woman. Placing his card back in his wallet, Jon turned away 
finally and headed toward where Nikki was waiting for him. 


Nikki straightened from his position of a seemingly disinterested lean up against the wall near the elevator barks as he approached. And, as if 
by prior arrangement or years of working together, Nikki fell into place just behind Jon as he swept by, heading for the valet parking. Jon felt 
the comforting presence as much as the gentle pressure against the small of his back as they walked. 

They waited for Nikki's car to be brought to them as quickly as possible, aided by the generous tip given to expedite the prompt service. Too 
distracted by his own whirling thoughts to concentrate on niceties, Jon was happy to let Nikki carry the small talk with the head valet while 
they waited. 

"Let's go," Nikki said quietly as his car arrived. 


"Enjoy your evening," the hotel employee muttered politely, holding the door open for Jon, as another efficiently loaded Jon's carry-all into the 
trunk. 


"Thank you," Jon replied and slid gratefully into the leather seat. The door thunked softly closed behind him and he relaxed into the seat. The 
worst was over, hopefully. The panic attack over the elevator thing had really thrown him and having to bottle it up to save face had taken 
away the rising thrill of the night that lay ahead. 

"Buckle up, puppy," Nikki said, putting the sleek black car into gear. 

"Holy shit," Jon cursed, softly, trying not to show any more outward panic. He barely had time to reach for the seatbelt before Nikki had the 
car shooting away from the hotel with a squeal of his tyres. He wasn't adverse to a little speed thrill now and again but he didn't want to die 
whilst wearing sparkly red spandex, almost there pants, no shirt and make-up. Mental images of the headlines that would ensue caused him to 


groan aloud and grab wildly for the door handle. 


Nikki glanced over and gave him a lopsided grin. "Relax, puppy,” he said. "You'll just make things harder for yourself later if you tighten up 


now. 
"What do you mean?" he asked. 


"Play time," the brunette replied. "If you're too tense beforehand, I'll have to work you harder, beyond your fifty, to get you where | want 
you to be." 


"Oh," Jon said simply. 


Nikki grinned at him again and said, "Besides. liked the sassy puppy | saw walking down the hall earlier. All that wiggle and shake in that ass. 


Mm-mmm! Nice and juicy." 
"ls that why you hung back?" he asked with a chuckle. 


"Absolutely," Nikki said, reaching over the centre console and sliding his free hand between Jon's thighs. "I do like me some peachy cheeks." His 
hand squeezed his leg. 


"What about Tommy's?" 


"His ass is perfect, of course. Though it is on the scrawnier side," Nikki said, gunning the engine and guiding the car through the evening LA 
traffic. 
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After the initial conversation in the car, Nikki allowed Jon to sit peacefully and gather himself together. He made the odd comment here and 
there that required his puppy to answer, giving Nikki a gauge of his state of mind. 


The afternoon had been a bit of a rollercoaster ride. By the way Jon had sassed him on the walk to the elevators, he had thought that his 
puppy was comfortably in a grounded mental state. So when Nikki had enforced his authority over his rambunctious puppy, it was he who 
was thrown off kilter when Jon had unexpectedly pleaded to be let go. 


It had sounded so genuine, the sudden panic in his voice, that something in Nikki had taken pity on him and released him. He hadn't even been 
holding him with any force, simply using the surprise element to take advantage of the situation 


He'd been wracking his brain over what the cause of the unforeseen switch in the younger man's demeanour had been but the only thing he 
could come up with was having to be seen in public in the submissive outfit that Nikki had chosen. 


But it had been worth it in the end. He'd been proud of his puppy and the way that he'd dealt with not only his apparent anxiety of exposure 


but also that supercilious woman behind the counter. 
At one point, Nikki had been tempted to step in but refrained himself. Instead, he had struggled to refrain from laughing at the disparaging 
looks she was sending Jon. He wondered if Jon had even been aware of them, but whatever the case, his new sub had pulled it off with 


aplomb, right down to the wiggling ass as he walked away from her. 


Nikki had deliberately taken a circuitous route to the club, keeping a close eye out for any trailing cars that may potentially hold paparazzi, 
eventually pulling up to the gate of the club around an hour or so later. 


"Are you ready for this, puppy?" Nikki asked. The heavy gates rolled open and Nikki guided his car through, waiting until they closed behind 
them to ensure that they were the only car to pass, before snaking his way to the front door. 


Jon exhaled heavily and nodded. "I think so, Sir," he said. 


It was still relatively early but a good amount of cars already occupied the parking lot, some more on the scale of a secondhand car yard, 
whereas others were more worthy of newly purchased from the dealership types. 


The same forbidding doorman stepped up and opened the passenger door for Jon, while Nikki stepped out from behind the wheel unaided. 


"Jacket off, puppy," he said, retrieving the two copies of the contract and the contract gift he'd bought for Jon from where he'd tossed 
them on the small back seat. "Leave everything in the car," he added as he straightened up. "It will be safe enough." 


Jon shrugged out of Nikki's jacket and shivered while the doorman held the clipboard out for Nikki to sign after removing it from the wall 
mounted lockbox as he'd done the previous evening. 


"You and your guest are expected, Sir," the surly doorman said, opening the door with a flourish. Nikki handed over his car keys without 
bothering to acknowledge the comment and ushered Jon past. 


Pausing just inside the door, allowing their eyes to adjust, Nikki noted Jon looking around again in fascination, just as he had done yesterday. "It 
feels different now, doesn't it, pup?" he asked. 


Jon huffed out a wry chuckle. "You could say that." 

Nikki stood in front of Jon, cutting off his view of the club. "From here on in, you are under my protection here," he said. "However, if 
another Dominant approaches you or addresses you whilst you're not by my side, you are to lower your eyes and show them the due 
respect they're afforded by any submissive." 

Jon swallowed heavily but nodded and dropped his gaze from Nikki's. "Yes, Sir," he said softly, but started fidgeting. 

"Hey..." Nikki said, tilting Jon head up. "You got this, pup. Be proud of your status as submissive." He changed from holding Jon's chin into a 


caress down his cheek. "You've honoured me by showing me your true self so quickly and for that I'm thankful. I'm extremely proud of you 
and very happy that you're mine." 


"Thank you, Sir." 


"Lets go get this contract ratified,” he said, punctuating his sentence with a kiss on Jon's mouth, "so we can get to the fun stuff” He turned 
away from Jon and issued a terse, "Come," before walking through the inner doors to the main floor. 


With a quick glance around, Nikki recognised a few of the early attendees, acknowledging their nods of greeting with his own as he led the way 
to Dominik's office, with full confidence that Jon would be trailing obediently behind him. 


Knocking once, Nikki barely waited for Dominik to answer before opening the door. 


"Master Sixx," Dominik greeted him, rising from his chair to shake hands with the Dominant, while lowering his head respectfully at the same 
time. "I've been expecting you both. Please, sit” 


"We were detained somewhat," Nikki replied without further explanation, moving to one of two leather chairs. "Puppy, sit," he said, sharply, 
indicating the other chair and waited for him to settle. 


"You have your completed contract, Master Sixx?" 


The large man may be the owner but he was also a submissive by nature, something that always struck Nikki as a bit of an anomaly, but it 
seemed to work and work well for him. The club excelled because Dominik could see the vision of it from both points of view. 


"| do," Nikki replied and slid both copies across the table. "One copy is blank.we didn't need to make any alterations." 


Dominik nodded and reseated himself. Pushing the blank copy to one side, he gave the document the once over, barely giving any outward 
indication of what he was reading. Nikki remembered it being the same when he and Tommy were contracted. 


"Everything seems to be in order," Dominik said. "Before | get into proceedings, may | speak directly to your prospective submissive, Master 
Sixx?" 


Nikki granted his assent with an inclination of his head. 

Dominik shifted slightly to face Jon. "Mr Bon Jovi," he said and Jon looked up sharply, "obviously | know who you are. However, until now, | 
have failed to introduce myself properly. | am Dominik Grande, the owner of Dom In 8, and as such, | need to ask a couple of questions before 
the indentures." 

Jon cleared his throat and squeaked out a "Sure." 

"Do you understand what type of club this is?" 

"Yes, | do." 

"Do you come here of your own free will?" 

"| do." 

"Are you under any form of threat or coercion?" 

"No, neither." 


Dominik sat for a moment, regarding them both, then, seeming to come to a decision, continued with, "Shall we proceed then?" 


"This is a contract between Nikki Sixx, also known as Sikki Nixx, herein known as the Dominant," the club manager droned noncommittally, "and 
Jon Bon Jovi, herein known as the submissive." 


Nikki listened to Dominik's voice, listening carefully for any mistakes, ready to stop and make corrections but the bigger portion of his 
attention was on Jon. The waves of nervous energy were rolling off him in tsunami proportions. 


The small pops coming from Jon's abused knuckles sounded like a crackling fire, his breathing had become erratic and his leg had started 
bouncing. 


Nikki reached over and laid his hand on Jon's thigh, swirling his calloused fingertips over the slippery fabric. Jon glanced over at him and Nikki 
gave him a slow blink of his eyes and he was gratified to receive a small smile in return Soon after, Nikki felt the jitters in Jon's leg start to 
ease. 

"Are there any changes that need to be made?" the manager asked after reaching the end of the contract reading. 

Jon shook his head, mute. 


"| think we've covered everything for now," Nikki said. 


Dominik nodded once and handed Jon a pen. Nikki remembered that particular implement well, the weight and feel of it in his hand as he signed 
the closest thing he and Tommy would ever have to a marriage certificate. 


Blowing out a settling breath, Jon scrawled his name where indicated and dated the document. 

Jon looked over to Nikki and held the pen out to him. Nikki regretfully removed his hand from where it nestled between his puppy's thighs. 
"Sir," Jon said, simply as their fingers brushed together when Nikki took the pen. 

Nikki quickly signed where required before deliberately placing the pen on the desk and reaching out to take Jon's hand in his own. 


"Now, pup, the fun can really begin," he said, kissing the back of Jon's hand. "Kneel for me, puppy. There is still one more thing that needs to 
happen" Nikki released Jon's hand and retrieved the package from his pocket and placed it on the table just in front of him. 


Jon rose from his chair and looked around in uncertainty. Nikki pointed to the floor on the other side of his chair and his puppy moved quickly 
and dropped gracefully to his knees. The blonde head lowered and he placed his hands on the tops of his thighs, palms up, as he'd been 
instructed yesterday. 

Nikki petted the soft, dark blonde head and murmured a few words of praise. 


Dominik stood from behind his desk and moved to stand in front of Jon 


"| welcome you, Jon, as an official member of Dom In 8," Dominik said. "Remember..there is no shame in being a sub. Take pride in your new 
status as a submissive member of the club. You have a much respected and highly sought after Dom." 


Even though Jon's head was bowed, it wasn't enough to hide from Nikki's gaze, the confusion that skipped across his face. 

"Sire" Jon turned his head to Nikki. "How should | address him?" 

"Dominik is also a submissive and, therefore, on equal footing as yourself," Nikki explained. "You may call him by name as he has done to you." 
Jon gave a slight nod in acknowledgement. "Thank you, Dominik," Jon said, finally. "You have a fine establishment," he added politely. 

"This club is a safe haven for submissives," Dominik said. "Both indentured and free submissives are welcome here. Some of the free 


submissives are looking for new Doms, whilst others are escaping toxic relationships..though | hope that you won't need my services on that 


side of things." Dominik shot Nikki a pointed look. 


Returning his attention to Jon, Dominik continued, "As | said earlier, | recognise you and | know that you hold a key position in your line of 
work" Without any undue fanfare, Dominik reached for the buttons on his regular shirt and started to undo them. "Here, you can slough off 
the worry and the expectations of your public life in safety and complete anonymity." He removed the shirt and folded it neatly, placing it 
carefully on his desk. 


Nikki observed Jon watching the large sub exposing himself. He could tell that his puppy was both nervous but still curious as to what 
Dominik was going to do. 


"You will be able to shed yourself of your outside stress," he continued as he unzipped his pants, "as easily as l'm removing my clothes." The 
pants fell to the floor leaving the club owner naked apart from his thick leather collar, a multitude of piercings, a small pair of latex, 


crotchless hot pants that revealed a vicious looking metal cock cage. 


Jon's eyes blew out wide when Dominik's nakedness was revealed but he stayed silent as the pants were folded and placed precisely on top of 


the shirt. 
"| trust Master Sixx has afforded you the courtesy of explaining key points of BDSM and general club rules?" he asked. 
"Yes, Dominik," Jon answered obediently. 


"Good. Always remember..the key to your well being, both physically and mentally, is your safeword. | cannot stress that enough," he said, 
once again turning his hardening gaze to Nikki. "Your Dom knows the penalty for ignoring any use of your safeword" 


"Even Sikki recognises safewords," Nikki sighed disdainfully and rolled his eyes to the ceiling briefly before returning them to the steely gaze. 
Dominik blinked slowly at him, seemingly unaffected by the Dom's deliberate condescension, before returning his attention to Jon "Your Sir has 
indicated that you are to be collared. Normally you would be gifted a white novice collar and leash, which would indicate your neophyte status 
to the other members. However, your Sir has requested permission to provide his own collar that will mark you, not only as a novice but 

as his submissive, whilst within the club. It also indicates that no other Dominant may touch you without his explicit consent" 


Dominik walked back behind his desk, retrieving an item from a credenza behind his desk. 


"Master Sixx," Dominik said, holding a coiled white leather leash. "Would you like to do the honours of collaring your novice sub?" He held the 
leash out formally over two hands. 


Standing, Nikki took the proffered tether, and looped it around his neck momentarily whilst he opened the long slim box. Careful not to tangle 
any of the chains, he withdrew the chosen adornment and said, "Look at me, puppy." 


Job obediently turned his face up to Nikki. Yet again, the depth of blue in those trusting eyes captivated him. They were clear and no shadow 
of doubt lurked behind them, easing any final lingering concerns about the whole weekend. 


Somehow, Jon Bon Jovi had managed to worm his way through the stronghold defences built around Nikki's heart. 
Tommy was his true heart, and always would be, but in Jon he had found a kindred soul 


"| give you my gift as my pledge to you, puppy, that | will guard your body, mind and soul as | would my own and as | do with Tommy," Nikki 
said formally, stepping behind Jon to affix the first sturdy gold chain around his neck. 


"| acknowledge your trust in me, as your Dominant, in those duties." He nudged Jon's arms up and scooped his hands around his puppy's chest, 
reaching for the two chains that would fasten the chest piece into place along his spine. 


Returning to face Jon, Nikki adjusted the chain lattice into place to form a halter-style decoration over the smooth chest. One gold lariat 
circled Jon's neck with a long, adjoining drop to his navel. More decorative strands splayed out from a circlet at his breastbone to the main 
ropes that scooped beneath his arms. 


Nikki affixed the leather leash to the circlet at the base of Jon's throat and held the leather firmly. 

He crooked the finger of his free hand beneath Jon's chin, holding the blue-eyed gaze, and asked, "Do you trust me to lead you into your 
fears, to vanquish them and to guide you through them to safety? To issue punishments when needed and rewards when deserved? To 
shower you with affection without compulsion or expectation?" 


"Yes, Sir," Jon answered. "With my life, Sir," he added with conviction 
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"Yes, Sir," Jon answered. "With my life, Sir," he added with conviction 


The affection for Jon washed over Nikki in a tidal wave, startling him for a moment. He grinned and bent to kiss the blonde. Straightening 
again, Nikki said, "Give me a moment to organise a few things here then we'll go relax in the club before | mete out your punishments.” 


"Yes, Sir," Jon said, contentedly and Nikki ruffled his hair before turning his back on him to address Dominik. 


He held out his hand to shake the manager's. "Thank you, Dominik," he said sincerely, for he did hold the man in great esteem. Even though he 
was a submissive, the large man was not afraid to challenge even Sikki, and therefore, Nikki, on even the slightest misdemeanour. 


"You're very welcome, Sir," he replied. "ls there anything else | can help with? Are you still requiring the suite tonight?" 
"Yes to the suite, and we will be staying overnight,” Nikki said, "but | think I'll introduce my puppy to the others here first. Could you organise 
a ginger figger to be waiting for us? Add some sodas and a selection of candy bars or cookies also. Oh, and retrieve my puppy's carry-all 


from the trunk; we'll be leaving for the airport straight from here in the morning. He'll need his regular clothes." 


"Certainly, Sir," Dominik said with an incline of his head. He looked briefly over to Jon then back to Nikki. "You will ease him into any play, won't 
you? He seems very fresh." 


"He's tougher than you'd expect actually," Nikki countered. "But to ease your mind, yes, | will be dropping him into subspace slowly." 
"Thank you, Sir," Dominik acknowledged with a dip of his head in deference to the Dominant standing before him and left the office. 


Nikki waited until the door was closed before turning back to Jon. "Stand up, puppy." He held his hand out to Jon and helped him stand, 
ensuring he was steady on his feet. "How do you feel?" he asked. 


Jon looked down and touched the collar and leash. He licked his lips and nodded before meeting Nikki's gaze. "Happy," he said with a sigh. 


"Grateful, excited..nervous!" 


Nikki scooped his hand into Jon's hair, holding the back of his head and kissed him soundly. "Good," Nikki replied once he'd broken the kiss. "You 
should be all of those and more. Tonight is the start of a new chapter for you, puppy.” 


"So..." Jon hedged, "what happens next, Sir? Do we just get straight into you spanking me or something?" 
"Eager to get that ass of yours looking like a flayed carcass, puppy?" 

"Um..not really, Sir. Like | said..tm nervous.” 

"Hmm," he hummed. "Tell you what..we'll go relax on the main floor in the club for a while. Will that help?" 
"| hope so, Sir," Jon chuckled, with a slight shrug. 


"Hmm," Nikki hummed again and proceeded to fluff Jon's hair. "You're a bit pale," he murmured, almost to himself. He kissed Jon brutally, 
bruisingly, and bit down hard on the soft bottom lip causing the younger sub to squirm and moan in pain.but Jon didn't attempt to pull away. 


Nikki, satisfied with the swelling he'd caused by his bite, pulled away from the succulent mouth and inspected his work. As expected Jon's 
mouth was moist and a deep rosy red, the marks left from his teeth were tiny pinpricks of darker blood. 


Jon sucked his bottom lip between his teeth, letting it go again with a little frown 


"Almost there," Nikki noted, and, without notice, slapped both of Jon's cheeks with a quick snap of his wrist. "Perfect," he said with a nod, 
taking particular note of the fire that had suddenly flared in the blue orbs. 


Jon's mouth had filled out further making his bottom lip a deep red and his cheeks glowed a vibrant pink and white. 
Retrieving the leash, Nikki headed toward the door, throwing over his shoulder, "Come along, puppy..." he gave the leash a sharp tug, "or I'l 
make you crawl." He felt the initial resistance through the leash as Jon hurried to keep up. The tension soon eased and the leash slackened as 


he led Jon out onto the main floor. 


Several guests turned their way and, seeing the white leash in Nikki's hand, offered up their congratulations as he paraded Jon through the 
rapidly growing crowd. 


"Master Nikki," a smooth female voice came from his left. "| see congratulations are in order?" 

"Mistress Trixie," Nikki replied, turning toward the Dominatrix that had sidled up to him. "You're looking delicious as always." 

The Domme was tall, curvaceous with creamy, soft flesh spilling out of her leather and lace corset and panties. Rouged nipples peaked 
enticingly out from the frilled edge in hard little peaks. Ruby red lips curved into a pleased smile and her lashes fell down against her cheeks 
before rising slowly to meet his gaze. "The buffet is always open for you, Nikki." Sliding a painted nail down the opening of Nikki's vest, she 
flicked her eyes over Jon and continued with, "Maybe after your aperitif?" 

Nikki grasped Trixie's wandering hand and brought her fingers to his mouth. He kissed them, meeting her dark gaze with his own over their 
joined hands. "As much as that sounds tempting, Mistress Trixie, I'm afraid my time is limited this evening. | will have to indulge myself at a 
later date..if the invitation is still open at that time." 

Trixie shrugged delicately and said, "| might have to make you pay for your dining pleasure next time." 

"And I'm sure the outlay will be worth the reward, Mistress,” Nikki replied with an inclination of his head. "If you'll excuse me, Mistress?" 
The buxom brunette took a step back and Nikki, with a silent Jon in tow, continued further into the main room finally coming to a stop at a 
vacant couch with a soft kneeling pad to one side on the edge of the dance floor. He'd chosen this one for its proximity to the milling quests 
on the dance floor. He wanted maximum exposure for what he was going to do. 

Nikki tugged Jon closer and said, "lm going to offer you up for inspection to the Doms here first off. Think of it as a pack of dogs sniffing 
around a new bitch. The sooner you get it done, the sooner they'll leave you alone." Jon looked around nervously, chewing on his bottom lip. "I'll 
be standing right here behind you," Nikki added to sweeten the deal. 

Jon exhaled slowly and nodded. "Yes, Sir." 

"Inspection position, facing the dancefloor,” Nikki said, shifting into position to shield Jon. 


His puppy moved himself around woodenly to face the centre of the room and clasped his hands behind his back. 


"That's it, puppy. Take a deep breath and relax," Nikki said, fluffing up Jon's hair and adjusting the gold chains over the bare chest. "Remember 
your safe word and signal. What are they, puppy?" 


"Prayer and devil's horns," Jon replied instantly. 


"Very good," Nikki praised. "Now, do me proud, puppy." 


Nikki carded his fingers into Jon's hair at his nape and gently eased the tension there until Jon's face softened a little. Before removing his 
hand, Nikki brought their mouths together, suckling at the already abused bottom lip. Jon whimpered beneath him but Nikki also felt the 
spontaneous shiver that skittered up Jon's spine, just below his fingers. 

Nikki stepped away from Jon, taking up position just behind him. He settled into his natural authoritative stance, spread legs, arms crossed and 
head held high before seeking out Mistress Trixie's watchful gaze. He nodded once and she made her way over to another group and said 
something to them. 

Nikki could feel the throb of the music through his chest, infiltrating every fibre of his being as he watched the word spread like wildfire. 
Soon enough and as expected, they, or in particular, Jon, were surrounded by the other Dominants and a few submissives that were given 


permission to attend 


When Nikki had said that Jon would be on display, he wasn't meaning just confined to looking. Some just gently caressed his puppy, teased 
sensitive areas such as his nipples, kissed or licked his flesh. 


"He's very pretty. Very feminine..despite the slight stubble." 

"That mouth..ngh.ld lke to see what that could do." 

"H would look good stretched around a large ball gag Or my cock." 
"Wonder how flexible he is?" 

‘It would be interesting fo find out his kink." 


Some harder Dominants tested his muscles, others checked his mouth as one would with a thoroughbred horse or cupped his cock and balls, 


giving him a brutal squeeze to judge his reaction. 

"Scrawny! He wouldn't last long in suspension." 

"Ah! But that would be the beauty of it, no?" 

“Shame about the size of his dick The whole package barely fits in my hand." 
"Ass is high and firm, thats good Npples can withstand a good pinch" 


Nikki, ignoring the jibes and insults made about Jon, knowing they were deliberately denigrating and befitting a submissive, answered questions 


and received accolades with grace, all the while keeping a close eye on Jon 
His puppy had started to twitch upon touch after a long while; his shoulders shivered occasionally as though an insect had landed on him, his 
breathing had quickened, the muscles in his jaw popped and his back had stiffened up. Nikki frowned, turning his full attention to his puppy, 


watching him, apparently unconsciously, flex and release his fingers until suddenly they each formed a set of devil's horns. 


"Signal called. Give us some space." Nikki addressed the group, then stepped around to stand in front of Jon, shielding him from everyone else, 
even though they'd all moved away to a respectable distance. 


"Jon, you gave your signal?" Nikki confirmed. "Talk to me." 


"l'm..l'm fine, but..." Jon hedged, his voice just loud enough for Nikki to hear. Jon glanced down at himself. "But I'm not gonna be able to keep 
everything behind closed doors for much longer," he hissed. 


Nikki glanced down also and noticed that he did indeed have a growing problem. Nikki chuckled and kissed Jon's cheek as he deftly stuck his 
hand down into his puppy's pants. "Release," he commanded. Jon relaxed his thighs’ grip and the relief on his face was clearly evident. 


"Unless told otherwise, as in a scene or under command, or, with my express permission, from another Dominant, never be ashamed of 
showing your body's natural responses," he said, shifting his puppy's eager cock and balls into a more visible and comfortable position, and 
giving him a couple of deft strokes, making sure the ridge around the head was prominent. "Gotta show the goods off properly!" 

Nikki heard Jon's soft whimper. 

"Hold it, puppy," he commanded, swiping blindly at a silky bead of moisture at the tip with his thumb. 

Removing his hand, whilst dragging his calloused fingers up the sensitive shaft, Nikki brought his thumb to his mouth and licked the viscous 
droplet with the point of his tongue which brought Jon's tongue out unconsciously to mimic his. He stepped back behind Jon and settled into 


his position of quiet awareness. 


Those that had remained close openly stared at the reveal. Some moved closer to probe with hands and fingers, some discussed Jon's obvious 
improvements from a distance, while others had dismissed him out of hand. 


One of the older Dominants approached and greeted Nikki formally. "Master Sixx, it's always a pleasure to see you here. May | offer my 


congratulations on collaring your newest submissive?" 

"Thank you," Nikki said simply with an inclination of his head. 

"Where did you find such a specimen?" the grey-haired man asked, peering Jon as though he was an insect under a microscope. He was 
dressed formally in a tuxedo and shoes that had been polished to a high sheen "I've not seen him around the usual haunts..otherwise | would 


have made myself available to test him out" 


"My puppy doesn't come from around here," Nikki replied, subtly emphasising the ownership. He didn't want to give too much away since it 
was obvious that this Dom had no clue who Jon was. 


"Ah," the Dom nodded. "That explains it then" He paused as though in thought or to gather his courage for the next question. "Your usual 


pet.have you..is he available on the free market now?" 


"No," Nikki snapped. "Tommy will never be available to anyone else but myself. And you can tell that to everyone else that asks. Neither will 


ever be open for trade. Do | make myself clear?" 


"Very," the older man replied calmly after a moment's pause. "| meant no harm, Master Sixx..." he gave Nikki a considering look, "or am | 


talking to Master Sikki at the moment?" 
"Not yet, you're not," Nikki replied coldly. "Stay in that line of questioning and you might be on the receiving end of his displeasure." 


"My apologies once more, Master Sixx," he said with a regal bow of his head. "I will leave you both in peace." He strolled away melting into the 
crowd easily, which was surprising, considering he was the most dressed amongst all the guests. 


Growing bored of it all, Nikki caught the eye of a server who scurried over at the beckoning uplift of his chin. 

"Yes, Sir?" 

"Bring my usual order and one of your fanciest, pinkest concoctions in a large glass," he instructed. "Put it on my tab." 
"Yes, Sir." 


Nikki heard Jon's surprised intake of breath and turned his attention back to his puppy. Glancing at his hands and expecting a repeat of his 
signal, all Nikki saw was Jon digging his fingers into the soft flesh of his forearms. 


Moving closer, standing behind Jon so that he could speak without great volume, he asked, "Everything okay, puppy?" 


"Yes, Sir," Jon replied, but it was tight and his gaze was distant. 

Nikki looked off to the same direction and chuckled when he realised what, or rather, who was holding his attention 

"Oh..did | forget to tell you, puppy, that you might see some familiar faces?" Nikki asked, rhetorically. "Remember..anonymity and privacy 

are strictly enforced here," he said as he skimmed his hand over Jon's hip bone, swirling them over the sensitive iliac dip. "It goes both ways. 


Nothing will ever be said outside of these walls if that's what you choose." 


Jon gave a slight nod in acknowledgement and the tension beneath Nikki's fingers seeped away. Kissing Jon's shoulder, he continued with, "You 
have done well, puppy. Relax and kneel now. We'll retire to the suite soon enough." 


Jon licked his lips and turned his head just enough to look at him. He nodded again and turned away to settle himself on the kneeling pad. 
Nikki sat and their drinks were delivered, set down on the small occasional table in front of them. 


His, an Old Fashioned made on non-alcoholic bourbon, maple syrup, smoked bourbon simple sugar syrup and orange bitters, topped with a twist 
of orange peel. Simple, elegant and entirely suited to him. 


On the other end of the scale; Jon's was a frothy looking concoction in a raspberry pink colour, the rim of the large champagne coupe was 


rimmed in pink fluff ending with a swirl of cotton candy rising out of the froth. 

"Is there anything else, Master Sixx?" 

"No," he said, allowing his dominant tone to the fore. "You can scurry back to your hole, mouse.” 
"Yes, Sir," the masked girl sighed happily and scurried away. 


"Get rid of the straw," Nikki said. "You can drink now, but..without using your hands." He took a sip of his own drink as Jon frowned at him but 
did as he was told, sending a disbelieving and almost scornful look at the drink. 


"Thank you, Sir." Jon's answer was clipped, stiff, as though he was refraining himself from saying more. If Nikki had to guess, and if it had 
been normal circumstances, it would have been a complaint about the type of drink put before him. 


Curious as to how his puppy was going to proceed, Nikki assumed a nonchalant exterior that belied his awareness of everything that was 
happening in front of him. Casually, Nikki shifted closer to where Jon was kneeling and crossed his legs, rested his arm on the couch's 
armrest and sifted his fingers through Jon's hair. 


"If you don't start drinking soon, my pup," Nikki said, tugging hard on the strands of hair between his fingers, holding the pressure, "then | will 
force it down your throat. Do not disrespect me by rejecting what | offer." 


"Nghh," Jon hummed in pain, angling his head to relieve the tension. “Im..l'm not, Sir. J-just figuring out how to do it." 
"Very well" Nikki released his hold and soothed the scalp with a swirl of his fingertips. 


Jon bent forward and took a bite of the pink fluff first. Strands of cotton candy clung to his mouth and his tongue came out to swipe them 


away, leaving his swollen and bruised lower lip moist with saliva and the colour deeper from the pink confection. 


Nikki exhaled slowly, keeping his control on a tight leash. He couldn't afford to be distracted tonight; he needed to be clear-headed and present 
for Jon's first true session with him. Last night was merely a case of testing the ground, so to speak, to see if his puppy was truly cut out 


for the kink life. 


Not only did he prove himself to Nikki, he'd exceeded expectations completely and Nikki was more than impressed with Jon's integration and 
overall willingness to complete the tasks assigned to him. Yes, there had been some brattiness earlier but he acknowledged that Jon was also 
testing Nikki's limits as any toddler or puppy would with their parent or owner. 


One day, he thought to himself, / will have both my pets kneeling at my feet. 


He briefly indulged the images of having both Tommy and Jon in servitude before him, feeling the pleasure and warmth bloom deep within him 


and allowed it to saturate every molecule within him. 

He felt Jon's head move forward, drawing his attention back to the present. 

Nikki watched him with interest as he, after consuming the rest of the cotton candy, leaned over the glass to slurp up a mouthful of the 
pink liquid, giving a surprised smack of his lips at the apparently pleasant taste and quickly bent forward for more. When he'd sipped as much 


as he could without moving the glass, Jon started to lap at the drink out of the wide bowl, as Nikki's endearment morphed into the physical. 


Nikki was delighted with Jon's performance and, as a reward, reached for the glass. "You're making a mess," he said, gruffly, disguising his 
pleasure behind his tone. "Sit up, puppy. Look at me." 


Jon turned and Nikki had to disguise his amusement behind a long-suffering sigh. Jon had splodges of pink candy where his face had rested on 
the rim of the glass and rivulets of the drink dribbling down his chin 


"It couldn't be helped, Sir," Jon said. "It was delicious, though." 

"Was it now?" he asked, holding Jon's chin and turning his head back and forth. "Let me try it" He made a move to reach for the glass with 
his free hand but veered off course at the last moment and licked the droplets from Jon's face instead, leaving the crusted bits of candy 
floss until last. Nikki pulled back, dropping a kiss to the tip of his puppy's nose, after nibbling the final specks of hardened confection from his 
face. 

"Very tasty." Nikki allowed his eyes to match the heat he saw in Jon's as he swiped his thumb across the puffy lower lip. 

The music changed and Jon's eyes flicked toward the dancefloor. The song wasn't the type that either of their bands would ever be heard 
dead playing but it was popular at the moment, and he felt the slight movement of Jon's head as he moved along to the beat. "You like this 
shit?" he asked, incredulously. 

"Its catchy," Jon shrugged. "I am trying to keep focused, Sir," he continued, contritely. "I'm just not usually this..immobile.” 

"Hmm," he hummed in response. 

Nikki looked around. The club was busy for a Sunday and those that had gathered on the small dance floor were moving as one. Clothed, semi- 
naked..complete nakedness was discouraged where possible out on the main floor of the club..writhed and undulated to the song. Nikki focused 


on the rhythm, the bass line, letting it infuse him and draw out that creative part of him that was at his very core. 


He wasn't known for his dance floor moves but he wasn't adverse to putting him in the middle of a sea of warm flesh, soft curves and hard 


planes, and let their movement dictate his. 

"Up, puppy," he said, standing up himself, holding his hand out to Jon 

The confusion flashed across Jon's face briefly but he took Nikki's hand and rose up. 

Drawing his puppy close to him, sliding his hand down the bare expanse of Jon's back, he said, "Let's dance." 
"But.'m not known as a dancer, Sir," Jon said, looking slightly horrified at the thought. 


Nikki nuzzled his nose into the blonde hair, positioning his mouth close to Jon's ear. "You don't need to dance," he replied seductively, "just feel. 
And shake that ass for me." 


Splaying his hand across Jon's lower back, he guided him into the centre of the throng and were immediately encapsulated as the like-minded 
patrons surrounded them. Arms, hands, breasts, buttocks brushed over them and Nikki allowed himself to lean into the seething mass and let 


it carry him into sensation alone. 


He closed his eyes and felt the drum beat suffuse with his own heartbeat, and the funky bass line permeated his veins. Drums and bass; the 
heart and soul. He thought of Tommy in that moment and his heart skittered off momentarily out of syncopation. His Tommy; his heart: 


Opening his eyes, Nikki had half expected to see his lover's brown eyes gazing back at him, emanating happiness at everything he looked at. He 
was jolted back to reality by Jon's face, nervously looking around him. 


Nikki slid his hand around his waist, pulling Jon up against him and said, "Relax and enjoy the decadence while you can, my puppy..before we 
retire for the night." 


He started moving to the rhythm of the songs, a playlist of sensuality and lewdness, nothing more than a subtle sway of his body but he 
held Jon so close that the younger man had no choice but to move with him. Holding him was like holding a cardboard cut out at first. 


"| can't-," Jon started to say before Nikki shook his head once. 

"You're thinking too much, puppy," he growled against Jon's ear, feeling the shiver skitter down his spine. "Just feel, baby," he said with a roll 
of his. Within moments, as though Jon had a moment of capitulation..or permission, Nikki felt the tension ease in the man and he became as 
fluid as the pink frothy drink he'd just consumed. 


"Much better," he crooned and moved to the patch of skin below Jon's ear where his heartbeat thundered beneath the skin 


"Mmm," Jon hummed. "Fuck..that feels so good," he said, his breath ghosted over Nikki's skin and a hand snaked into his hair, keeping him in 
place. Which suited Nikki for the moment as he licked and nibbled at the pulse point, reinflaming the hickies he'd left behind the night before. 


Feeling a warm mouth on the point of his shoulder, Nikki turned his head to see a flaxen haired Dominatrix watching both he and Jon from 
beneath her lashes. He flicked his eyes to her perfectly outlined lips, feeling the corner of his mouth tug up, he gave a silent invitation by a 
swipe of his tongue through the upcurl of his lips. 


"Oh, shit!" Nikki heard Jon exclaim but kept his focus on the beauty beside him. 


Accepting the offer with a small quirk of her eyebrow, the Domme claimed Nikki's mouth with a hungry deep kiss, sending off a whirlwind of 
indulgence, with he and Jon in the vortex or questing hands and insatiate mouths. 


The music changed and the strains of funky guitar and synthesisers, punctuated with gunshot drum beats that could be felt through his 
chest, made Nikki shake off any excess attention 


He pulled his focus back to Jon who had been watching him with voracious yearning. 
/ knew a girl named Nikki 
| guess you could say she was a sex friend 


Jon looked heavenward toward the speakers then back to Nikki with a raised eyebrow. Nikki answered a nonchalant shrug and wry smile at the 
lyrics. It had become a thing that every time Master Sixx was in the house, the DJ would play the song. 


/ met her in a hotel lobby 
Masturbating with a magazine 


Jon threw back his head and laughed. 


She said howd you like to waste some time? 
And I could not resist when I saw little Nikki grind 


Bending forward, and therefore, forcing Jon backward somewhat, he said into the blonde hair, "I hate this little bastard but he gives good 


song." 

She took me to her castle 

And | just couldnt believe my eyes 

She had so many devices 

Everything that money could buy 

She said sign your name on the dotted line 

"C'mon, puppy,” Nikki said, barely audible above the music, taking Jon's hand. "It's time to get outta here." 
The lights went out and Nikki started to grind 

Ohh Nkki 

The castle started spinning 

Or maybe it was my brain 

| cant tell you what she dd to me 

But my body will never be the same 

The dance floor swarmed with humanity, buzzing around each other seeking out their respective king or queen that had been overcome. 
Her lovin’ will kick your behind 

Oh, she'll show you no mercy 

But she'll shonuff shonuff show you how fo grind 

Darlin’ Nikki 

Ohhhh 

Nikki pushed through the orgiastic throng, keeping a tight grip on Jon's hand until he reached the entrance to the playroom areas. 
Woke up the next morning 

Nikki wasnt there 

I looked all over all | found 

Was a phone number on the stairs 


It said thank you for a funky time 


Call me up whenever you want to grind 
Jon squeezed Nikki's fingers and pulled into a stop. Nikki looked at him in confusion "Do you have a problem, puppy?" he asked. 


He simply picked up the end of the leash that was hanging down his front. Jon lowered his head and offered the handle up to Nikki. "My Sir," 
he said. 


Nikki blinked, letting the multitude of emotions wash over him. He took the leash from Jon's open hand and rubbed his finger over the fine 
leather. "My puppy," he said thickly. 


Oh, Nkki, ohhhh 

Come back Nikki, come back 

Your dirty litte Prince 

Wanna grind, grind, grind, grind, grind, grind, grind, grind, grind 


Scanning the room one last time, and, finding who he was looking for, Nikki raised his hand in farewell. Lita, his ex, nodded once and raised her 
own gloved hand to her mouth and blew him a kiss goodbye. 


we keen 


Feeding Time 
Feeding Time 
Jon POV 


The wait was interminable but the look on his Sir's face was worth it and Jon felt an overwhelming sense of pleasure bloom from the 
endorphins that had burst and infused his system when he was called my puppy. 


Jon hadn't been able to keep from checking out this edition of Nikki all night. The sleekness of the long silky hair, the clothes, the makeup and 
not to mention the abundance of tattooed flesh that was on display. 


Being in the middle of the semi-naked crowd of dancers, the sea of sensations, with Nikki's body up close to his, feeling his arousal as surely 
as he could feel his own, had revved his motor to the point of blowing a gasket. 


Relaxing into Nikki's embrace and moving with and against his firm body, Jon hadn't been consciously aware of anything or anyone else other 
than his Sir. However, if he focused his attention, he could vaguely recall the feeling of being touched and caressed intimately by dozens of 
those present. 


Hands off must have meant hands off within the confines of a contract, not where the dance floor was concerned. 
His Sir had certainly touched him, though. 


Sensual caresses, calloused fingers down his spine, a barely-there touch that had ignited the spark to the powder keg. Fingers that had turned 
hard and cruel, pinched, poked and prodded, dragging over his cheek in an exaggeratedly slow-motion slap that had ended with two of Nikki's 
digits in his mouth, engaging his gag reflex, holding them there until Jon had relaxed enough to see the ghost of a smile from his Sir as his 
reward. A grip on his cock and balls that was so firm that it teetered on the knife edge between pain and pleasure. 


And then there had been Lita He hadn't recognised her at first with her blonde hair scraped back into a tight ponytail and sultry make-up. 


There had been no verbal acknowledgement of him, however, he did catch a moment of her own surprise at his presence. 


Their brief dalliance, not so long ago, yet again with Richie firmly by his side under the guise of a boys night out , had also included one of 
Lita's girlfriends and Aldo Nova, a whole lot of wine, much to his embarrassment, and a whole lotta sex. It had been fun..but it had meant 
nothing to him other than the physical release it provided, whilst being the closest he could be to Richie in the presence of others without 


drawing too much notice to themselves. 


Up until then, he'd thought that the dizzy height of normal sex and sensuality was being part of the Ross Marino photoshoot with the band 


and four local girls. 


That had been a wild day in ‘85, that had started out as a normal photoshoot of the guys and himself in a hotel room. What he hadn't been 
aware of was that their tour manager, Richie Bozzett, had organised the girls to join them. Alcohol had flowed and with each glass poured, 
the girls became less inhibited and less clothed. 


So had he. When Richie had hooked his leg over his at one stage in the tangle of arms, legs, mouths and tongues, his dick had finally come to 
the party..and it had nothing to do with the girl who had her hand down his pants trying to coax some life into it. 


That was the first time he and Richie had really noticed their mutual attraction to each other. It hadn't taken too much longer after that for 


them to realise it was more than just a very healthy physical attraction 


Nikki opened the door of the suite, bringing Jon back out of his reverie, and tugged on the leash, the sensation of it triggering something 
visceral and it went straight to his dick, as though he was being led by his errant appendage and not wisps of gold and leather. 


Without a second thought, Jon closed the gap between himself and Nikki, grabbed him by his vest and claimed his mouth in a hungry, needy 
kiss. He craved that dark, heady taste; the one that promised the most debauched sin worthy of the blackness deep within. Nikki's shocked 
resistance shifted like quicksilver to compliance, letting Jon take what he needed as their mouths fought for dominance before the Master 


emerged victorious. 


One moment, he was tonsil deep in Nikki's mouth, the next he was skittering away across the floor, the force of the shove surprising him into 
muteness. 


"What the fuck was that?" Nikki's growl was low and menacing, his words succinct in their pronunciation. 
Jon shifted slowly to his knees, covertly watching Nikki from beneath his lashes and hair. He knew he was in big trouble..but it was worth it.. 
or would be. He had one more night to live the experience of his dreams and if that meant keeping Richie at bay for longer than he already 


planned to allow time for him to heal, then he'd do that. 


Settling himself into a position of meekness and abject contrition, head bowed and palms facing upward on his thighs, he said, "l-Im sorry, Sir. | 
don't know what-." 


"The fuck you don't?!" his Master seethed as he closed the distance between them in great strides. "You're just lucky that you pulled that 
fucking stunt in here and not out there in front of everyone!" 


Jon felt his head snap back as Nikki yanked at his hair. 
Yes! 


The word echoed around in his head when the green eyes in front of him flashed with fire. Jon didn't care if he had another ten, fifteen or 
fifty punishments added to his total..he wanted it, needed it.craved it.just like he yearned for Richie's touch and his love. 


The green eyes dragged over him, taking every detail and it took Jon every skerrick of control to keep his features schooled into one of 


remorse. 
"You little bitch," Nikki sneered. "You greedy fuckin’ little bitch! You played me," he said incredulously, “didn't you?!" 

Jon's heart skipped a beat. Damn, he'd been found out. 

"Don't you fuckin’ lie to me either, bitch," Nikki threatened. 

"Yes, Sir, | played you," Jon said, honestly. "But | don't regret it, though, Sir. | will accept your punishment without argument" 
"And that's another ten," Nikki barked. "Total?" 

He swallowed heavily, and said, "Sixty, Sir," feeling a warmth bloom from deep in his gut as he spoke the number. 

Nikki seemed to look past Jon for a moment, snarling and muttering to himself that sounded something like, "Not. Yet." 


Jon frowned to himself and wondered if Nikki was talking to him or not. He was about to ask when his Sir looked back at him and barked, 


"Prepare!" 


Jon recognised this command from last night. "Yes, Sir," he answered clearly and pushed from his knees into a standing position. Removing the 
shoes first, Jon placed them neatly in the small locker provided, before shimmying out of the lycra pants and folding them, making sure that 

the seams were almost faultlessly matched before laying them on top of the heeled boots. Reaching behind him, Jon was about to unclasp the 
gold chain when Nikki stopped him with a sharp, "No! | will do that." 


Jon dropped his hands and stood calmly as Nikki's fingers fiddled with the catch at his neck before trailing down his spine to the chest stays. 


"The Dom will always place and remove your collar, puppy." He lifted the chains from Jon's body and hung them carefully on a peg near the 


lockers. "Continue." 


Jon nodded and proceeded to start the carefully planned stretch routine that he would normally do before hitting the stage. Nikki had made a 


point last night, about the need for limbering up before a scene to prevent pulled or torn muscles. 
Nikki, meanwhile, was divesting himself of his vest and all jewellery also, meticulously folding and arranging as much as Jon had, his boots 
were set in place with military precision, leaving him in his pants. Using the bandana from his pocket, Nikki tied it over his head to keep his 


hair out of his face. 


Jon, surreptitiously watching his Sir, stood in the wait position when he felt he was warmed up enough, the familiarity of his moves had 
soothed his mind somewhat even though his body was in its invigorated stage-mode now. 


"Relieve yourself," his Sir instructed with a throw of his chin toward the bathroom. "Clean yourself too while you're in there." 


Jon muttered his "Yes, Sir," and promptly headed for the bathroom to follow instructions. The anticipation was killing him and his mind 
skittered to a multitude of possibilities. 


Sixty! Sixty what though?! He knew he'd questioned this with the earlier tally but it was still all an abstract unknown at this stage. 

Was it just going to be a good spanking, he wondered as he tried to wrangle his errant dick into a usable position over the toilet. The images 
were not helping his concentration on the job at hand and he had to forcefully push them from his mind as he urged his bladder to perform 
its duty. He got there in the end though, giving a little internal muscular push just to make sure, before flushing and washing his hands. 

He reached for a wash cloth, dampened it with warm water and added a little soap-free cleanser before swiping it through the crease of his 
ass, repeating the process a couple of times before rinsing and drying off. He tossed the used washcloths in the laundry basket provided, took 
one last look at himself before leaving the bathroom. 

Stepping back into the main room, Jon stood near the doorway, uncertain of where he was expected to be, and fell into his wait position. Nikki 
glanced over at him, placing a covered tray on a table close to the spanking bench. Jon exhaled a breath. His questions had been partially 


answered at least, though he was curious what was beneath the cloche on the tray. 


"Attend," Nikki said and Jon moved quickly to his Sir's side. "lm going to run you through your commands that you should have committed to 
memory yesterday," Nikki said, "Kneel." 


Jon lowered himself quickly but gracefully to his knees. 

Nikki gave him the hand signal to stand, and he pushed seamlessly to his feet, folding his arms behind him before the next hand signal. 

By the time Jon had completed the whole range of lessons twice, including come, heel, hand and knees, spread legs, spread kneel and silence until 
further notice , in both spoken word and hand signals, Nikki left him in the standing wait position, perspiration making his skin slick and strands 
of hair clinging to his face. 


"Well done," Master Nikki praised. "Centre yourself for a moment" 


Concentrating on his breathing, Jon's gaze moved from the heavy straps on the four corners of the bench, to the mysterious item on the 
table alongside bottles of water and a selection of snack bars, and onto Nikki's smooth torso with the generous smattering of tattoos. 


"Take a good look, puppy," Nikki said, "coz you'll be seeing nothing but the floor for quite some time. Get on" 


Steeling his nerves, Jon placed his knee on one of the padded platforms. He paused a moment before placing his other knee on the other side, 


feeling the stretch in his groin. "Er, Sir?" he queried. 


"Yes." 


"Um..my..where do |..?" He pointed to his partial arousal. It had been in a state of flux since moving from the main floor of the club, losing it 
with the lessons activity, but actually touching the equipment had his dick filling up again in eager anticipation, 


"I'd suggest down," the older man said blandly, sounding almost bored, as he perused the various tools hanging from the wall nearby, "unless 
you want it chafed from the rubbing between your weight and the padding." 


"Thank you, Sir," he replied and pressed himself down into a comfortable spot against the edge of the wood, before leaning forward over the 
bench to rest his elbows on the matching platforms. 


No sooner had he settled than Nikki removed two floggers from the wall and hung them from the side table that held the tray, and 
proceeded to buckle the straps around his ankles. 


"| will work you slowly through the levels of punishment, from a simple spanking with my hand to these floggers and other implements at my 
disposal," Master Nikki said, moving past Jon's head where it rested on a removable extension. "You will count each strike. Should you lose 
track or not answer quickly enough, | will add an extra strike at the end for each error made. Is this understood?" He tightened the wrist 
straps, giving them a tug to check on their security. 

"Yes, Sir," Jon replied. 

"Do you remember your safe word and signal?" 


"Prayer, Sir," Jon answered immediately, and curled his fingers into devil's horns for his signal. 


"Good," Nikki said, dropping down to his haunches beside Jon's head. "Remember them. Use them! There is no shame in calling a halt to a 
scene. Did you notice how quickly everyone moved away from you as soon as I'd said you'd used your signal?" 


"Yes, Sir, | did," he replied, remembering also how Nikki had shielded him from the rest. "It gave me some peace of mind." 


"As it should," Nikki nodded. He stood and continued with, "Your safe word and signals, along with the traffic lights, will always be respected..by 
any Dominant. And if they don't then they're not worthy of holding that title and would be considered an abuser. 


"Now, do you have any final questions, before we start?" 

"Only one, Sir," Jon replied. "Who is Master Sikki?" 

"Where did you hear that name?" Nikki asked in an even tone giving nothing away. 

"One of the other Dominants mentioned it, when he was asking about Tommy." 

"You are right, puppy, he did" Nikki paused, clearly organising his thoughts. "| am a Dominant by nature and rather a good one too, if the 
number of requests for my attention are anything to judge by." Nikki quirked a grin at Jon before continuing in a more serious tone. "I like to 
control my subs, be it by voice or physical restraint." Nikki tapped the leather strap around Jon's right arm. 

"Master Sikki is a part of me, my dark side if you want. Sikki, however, is a sadist, pure and simple. He doesn't care about riceties, just 
inflicting pain. The only things he does respect are quality toys and tools to play with and safe words. He is too much for most subs, but for 
those who have a deep masochistic streak, like the one you seem to be discovering in yourself, puppy..then Sikki may well be a good match." 


"I'd be honoured to meet Master Sikki, Sir," Jon said with conviction. "Don't hold back. | need this today." 


"Ah, puppy," Nikki said, meeting Jon's gaze with his own. "Think very carefully before invoking Sikki's name. Once he is free, he won't stop, 
until he is satisfied, or you find it necessary to safeword." 


"| understand, Sir," Jon replied. "| know what | am asking for." 


"Hmmm, l'm not entirely sure you do. However, you have my promise that you will be safe," Nikki vowed. "Uncomfortable at times, definitely, 
but safe. | will not release Master Sikki unless | am absolutely certain that you are ready for him." 


"Thank you, Sir." 


Nikki ran his fingers down the side of Jon's cheek, before suddenly jumping to his feet. He paused, cocking his head to one side as though 
listening to something in the distance before giving a menacing snarl. 


"Now..." Nikki continued with a gruffness that wasn't in his voice moments earlier. "I will allow frequent water breaks but bathroom breaks 


would destroy the scene, hence the reason for a light lunch today. We will feast afterwards." 

Nikki circled the bench as he spoke and Jon tried to follow his progress as much as possible until his Sir was standing almost at his feet. He 
felt a heavy weight across his back and remembered that there had been a wide strap in the middle of the bench. This was obviously what it 
was, having his supposition confirmed a moment later when Nikki fixed the two well worn buckles. 

"If at any time you are feeling ill or faint; use your safety lines and | will assess the situation then. Is all this understood, puppy?" 

"Yes, Sir," he said. A sudden burst of nervous energy took hold of him and his body trembled violently. 


This was it , he thought. This was really happening . 


He heard a soft, Shhh , before Nikki's hands skimmed over his flank, soothing him like a skittish animal. Nikki was mainly silent as he gave him 


the once over, making the odd hum or grunt as his warm palms moved from head to toes. 

"Do you know why you're about to be punished, puppy?" Nikki asked, with a crack of knuckles. 

"For," he cleared his throat, "for my surprise kiss, Sir." 

"Yes. And?" 

"Um," Jon stuttered, wracking his rattled brain for answers, yelping in surprise when Nikki's hand landed with a crack on his left flank. 


"Not quick enough! You've just earned your first extra one," Master Nikki said. "Were you not just instructed about the timeliness of your 
answers, puppy?" 


"Yes, Sir." Jon mentally prodded his ass cheek. Yes, it stung but nothing he couldn't deal with. He could do this. "I'm sorry, it won't happen 
again. My errors were untidiness and disobedience, Sir. And..tardiness." 


"Better," Nikki said, rubbing Jon's ass cheeks before delivering the first official strike. 
It stung just as bad as the first but it was still manageable. "One..." Jon counted. "Sir," he added belatedly. 


"Good!" Nikki exclaimed. "Now..leHs get this ass nice and warmed up, shall we?" Squeezing his glutes with strong fingers, massaging them until 
Jon relaxed into the touch and the muscles were loose and pliable, Master Nikki delivered the next two blows quickly. 


"Two, Sir. Three, Sir," Jon said quickly, confidently, after each one. Yes, the sting had intensified slightly but he was still confident that he'd be 


able to endure it with relative ease. 
"| can see your cockiness showing, puppy," Nikki said, moving to his other side. "Your thoughts are as loud as though you'd spoken them." 
"tm sorry, Sir." He wasn't sure if that was the appropriate answer but at least he'd made the effort to sound contrite. 


"Oh, don't worry, puppy," Nikki purred, "your pretty little head will be empty of all thoughts other than craving the next strike, before the 
night is out. You're only up to three and l'm just starting to warm up.” 


Jon tried to raise his head to look back over his shoulder but found that he was restricted by the way his arms were bound. He could, 


however, see Nikki's bare feet and covered legs, and the shadows he created against the closest wall. 
The intensity of the next blow forced a surprised grunt out of Jon. "Four, Sir," he said, a little more strangled than he would have liked. 


Nikki chuckled. "Did that one hurt a little, puppy?" he taunted before unleashing four more strikes in quick succession with barely time for Jon 
to count off in between them. 


"That's more like it!" Master Nikki exclaimed after Jon bucked against his restraints on the last one. 


Jon was starting to sweat now, his breathing had become a little shallower, finding it hard to intake a full breath when it was being forced 
out of him by the intensifying pain. A whimper of relief spilled out when Nikki's warm hands soothed his reddened ass. 


"Just glorious," Nikki murmured, giving the muscles a hard squeeze. "I think you're almost ready for me to amp things up," he said, and left a 


hefty strike against the back of his leg. 
Jon grunted, but rasped out, "Nine, Sir." It was a stinging slap that had taken him by surprise. 


He counted each subsequent one that had landed on his ass and thighs, back and sides, through his clenched teeth until the count had reached 
into the teens, leaving him gasping for breath. 


Pausing, Nikki reached for a water bottle and offered the straw to Jon. He took a long swallow, cooling his parched throat. 
"Not too much, puppy," Nikki said, "or you'll make yourself sick. Colour?" 


Jon, without hesitation, replied, "Green, Sir." The pain, whilst still there, had started to become more of a heat, deep and throbbing, as though 
emanating from his bones rather than the external. 


"Good!" Nikki exclaimed, placing the water bottle out of reach, but within eyesight, as though the proverbial dangling of the carrot. 


He moved back to the other end of the bench and said, "You've coloured up beautifully already. Pinks," he felt Nikki touch his skin, "reds," said 
with excitement, "and purples." The feather light touches tingled and made him twitch. "Mmm. just delightful,” he added. "Count?" 


"Fifteen, Sir," Jon breathed. 


Nikki chuckled darkly. "Only halfway through the first level, puppy," he said, moving back closer to his head and lowering himself to his 
haunches. "So many more to go." he tucked a tendril of sweaty hair behind Jon's ear, "however will you last until sixty ?" 


He rose and strolled out of Jon's line of sight, trailing his fingers from shoulder to toes and leaving an impression of fire scorching him in his 


Sir's wake. Jon hissed silently and shifted restlessly, tugging futilely at the bonds. 


"As much as | am please to see my handprints on your ass," Nikki said indolently whilst touching Jon's cock in an almost indifferent way, 
plucking at the loose skin of his ball sac, "I do wish to get this phase over with so that | can have the pleasure of lacing your skin with the 


floggers. As you can probably see, I've chosen two for your pleasure tonight, my puppy. | will be interested to hear and see your preference.’ 
"So," he continued, giving Jon's cock a sharp slap against the wooden frame, "let's include these itty bitty things into the party, shall we?" 
"Sixteen, Sir?" Jon grunted, the end peaking up into a question. He was unsure if that was supposed to be a strike or not. 

"tll allow that one," Nikki said magnarimously. 


Climbing deftly onto the frame and placing his bare feet in front of Jon's knees, Nikki straddled the bench, changing the angle of his hand 


placements. 


"Continue!" he said, raising his hand to strike and, with each slap, Jon counted as before. 
Seventeen. eighteen..nineteen..twenty... 


He was also becoming breathless, gulping in oxygen by the lungful, as the conscious pain receded and the fuzzy sense of euphoria started to 
take hold 


Twenty-one.. twenty-two.. twenty-three.. 

Nikki had jumped off the bench, landing with a jaunty little bounce, to lay some searing blows to Jon's calves and soles of his feet making him 
jerk and twitch within the shackles. Sweat poured off Jon, raining rivulets to the floor below, getting into his eyes and making them sting 
almost as much as his ass did. He closed them in as much to keep the sweat out of them as to clear his head, since his vision was starting 
to become cloudy and unfocused. The effort of keeping them open was simply too great a sacrifice when all his focus and energy was at the 
other end of his body. 

Twenty-four Twenty-five Twenty-six 


Time seemed to stand still and his voice echoed loudly in his ears, distorted beyond recognition The pull and strain against the bonds had left 
him weak and exhausted, yet Nikki seemed to be tireless, barely pausing long enough to allow Jon to force out his tally count. 


Twenty-seven Twenty-eight Twenty-nine... Thirty! 

"Colour, puppy?" Nikki asked, sounding just as breathless as he was. 

Jon lay limp, grateful for the bench beneath him even though the sweat between himself and the leather covered padding beneath him made 
him itch. He was boneless, mindless, floating somewhere free of earthly confines anchored only by the shackles that encased his wrists and 


arkles, and by the insistent need for release. 


"Puppy!" Nikki's voice was louder now, closer and Jon had to force his eyes open "There you are," his Sir chuckled and grinned at him from 
where he was sitting on his haunches again. "What's your colour?" 


"Hmm," he hummed as he coerced his brain to work. "G-green.Sir.like your eyes," he added dreamily, and smiled. 

"Good," Nikki nodded, swiping the sweat-drenched hair from Jon's face. "Do you have anything in your bag to tie your hair back with?" 

Jon closed his eyes and shook his head as best he could. 

Nikki grunted and arranged Jon's hair further out of the way before swivelling on the balls of his feet to reach for the water bottle. 
"How are you feeling, puppy?" he asked as Jon gratefully accepted the straw between his lips and he pulled the cool, fresh liquid into his 
mouth, easing the dryness. He whimpered as Nikki withdrew the bottle and straw from his reach. "Remember, small sips so that you don't 
make yourself ill. Now, | asked a question," Nikki reminded. "Do you have any concerns? Anything hurt more than you expected?" 

"No, Sir," Jon answered dutifully albeit languidly. He closed his eyes again 

"It seems," Nikki said, rising from his haunches, "that possibly | haven't been hard enough on you, since you're so eager to fall asleep!" 

A whistling swish cut through the relative silence, jolting Jon's eyes open in time for him to see the knotted ends of a soft flogger wrap 
themselves around the support leg beneath him. He jerked violently in surprise and instantly regretted it, feeling the bite of the restraints on 


his wrists and ankles. 


" Argh shit," Jon groaned, flexing his hands to ease the self-inflicted pain in his wrists. 


"Aww..did you hurt your widdle armsies?" Nikki taunted in a little sing-song voice, trailing the ends of the flogger up Jon's contracting and 
relaxing arms, skimming menacingly over his vulnerable neck before following the scoop of his spine to the curve of his ass. 


Clenching his teeth and trying valiantly to quell the sudden shivers of anticipation that followed the sight of the leather thongs, Jon replied, 
"No, Sir." 


"Right! Let's get on with this, my little pain-pet," Nikki said and let loose with the first swish of the flogger, hitting Jon's already over- 
sensitised flesh on the back of his thighs. 


" Argh!" Jon cried out. "Th..ahh..thirty-one..Sir," he panted. Pain had bloomed in a thousand different spots up and down his thighs. 


Another three lashes in quick succession had Jon contorting against the shackles, and his teeth feeling as though they were about to crack 
from the force of his clench. 


"You're not counting!" Nikki declared. "Let's add that extra one now, shall we?" Whoosh-zing 

Scrabbling for the number that would appease his Sir, Jon managed to get out a warped, "Th-thirty-five..sir." 

"And a glorious thirty-five they are," Nikki crowed. 

Jon could tell he was moving around behind him just from the positioning of his voice. "Just look at how stunning these stripes are?!" 


Jon gasped and twitched when Nikki's large hand spread out over his right buttock, stinging yet soothing at the same time. The prickle he felt 
as Nikki's fingers sought out each welt electrified him and he felt the slow but steady flush of arousal fill his cock even further. 


"Oh..what do we have here?" Nikki asked, rhetorically. 


There was a pressure against the underside of his cock that moved down toward the tip, milking it. Jon felt the vague little sensation as the 
fluid leaked from the slit before a warm, wet tongue traversed the opposite direction. 


" Fuck ," Jon convulsed, unconsciously bucking his hips in response but only encountering the solidity of the wood and leaving his hip bones 
pulsating from the impact. 


A dark chuckle floated over Jon, followed by a smacking of lips as though the tastiest of delicacies had been consumed. Then his Sir said, 


"Shall we resume where we left off?" 
He didn't have a chance to brace for the next volley of slashing strikes; he was left breathless, mindless, willing them to stop but wanting, 
needing more. He barely had the wherewithal to form the words to keep count as the knotted tails caressed his delicate skin with snake-like 


accuracy and sandpaper tendrils. 


If there was a pause, Jon didn't register it. By the time the flogger was sent skittering across the floor to join the other, both were left in 
exhaustion 


"Enough!" Nikki exclaimed, breathing heavily as he stalked around Jon like a lion going in for the kill. "I will spare you the final ten for the 
moment, puppy." He snatched a water bottle from one of the holders close by and guided the straw between Jon's lips. "Drink" 


Jon sucked on the straw greedily until it was taken away, and he mewled at the denial of the refreshing liquid. "More!" he gasped. "Please..." 


"You're a fuckin’ greedy bitch, aren't you?!" his Sir growled, imperiously..too imperiously... He took large gulps of water for himself before 
tossing the empty bottle across the room. 


Something had changed. The room was so charged with electricity that Jon could almost feel it arcing off his abused flesh. 


"Colour and number," Nikki barked. 


Jon swallowed, even Nikki seemed to have changed. "G-green, Sir," he said, hoarsely, “and..ah.." Think Bongiovi! ".f-fifty, | think, Sir," he added 
hastily. 


"Too slow, pup. You just lost your right to call me Sin" he said. "You have disappointed me yet again.so from now on, you will address me as 


Master!" 

His head was swimming, swirling, agitated and disturbed..yet peacefully devoid of all thoughts and worries. His ass and thighs were burning, 
throbbing with every pulse of his blood, swollen and unusable and he pondered vaguely how he was going to get himself onto the flight home 
tomorrow. 


Home. 


Home to Dorothea and her need for the 2.2 kids, dog and the proverbial white picket fence. And home to Richie..his best friend and lover, his 


soulmate. 

"Richie..." he mumbled incoherently as his lover's face drifted into his mind's eye. 
Brutal fingers suddenly latched onto his hair and yanked his head to one side. 
"Hal" Nikki spat in his face. 

Or..it was someone that vaguely /ooked like Nikki. 


There was a hardness to the familiar face and the soft eyes that were normally a calming sea-green had become an ice cold, glittery 
emerald. The usually soft mouth had hardened into a snarl, white canines bared, ready to take a bite out of whoever got in his way. 


Master Sikki was in the house. 


we keen 


Feed My Frankenstein 
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Well, what did you expect from the Sadist himself? © 


Dom In 8 
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Nikki had held Sikki at bay for as long as he could He knew that he needed Jon to be deep in his subspace before he could allow his inner 
Sadist to be released. 


There were a few unencumbered subs at the club who had requested Master Sikki's brand of sadism..some had called their safeword early 
and had subsequently given Master Nikki a wide berth for quite some time in their recovery, few, a very few had lasted the whole session. 


And now..this novice sub was practically begging for Sikki's attention. 


Nikki had felt the shift within him toward the end of the flogging, changing out the softer of the two floggers to the one with a little more 
bite was undoubtedly Sikki's influence. 


With each swing of his arm, sending the tendrils of leather to the soft backs of his puppy's legs and sweet, juicy ass, meant one less 
restraint holding the Sadist back until he could fight it no longer. 


He'd closed his eyes once, only to have Sikki open them a moment later. That's all it had taken; a flash and Nikki had been relegated to the 
background until Sikki was satisfied 


"Richie..Richie..Richie..," Sikki taunted. "Your little guitarist needs to fuckin’ cut you loose, you pathetic creature. He'd be so much better off 
without your fuckin’ indecisive ass holding him back." 


"No!" Jon exclaimed which turned into a scream when Sikki raked his fingernails over the welts. 
"Your Sir has been too fuckin’ lenient on you," Sikki intoned. "It seems as though you need more..schooling..in respect" 
"Yes, Master," Jon replied hoarsely, his head swivelling to follow the sound of movement. "I'm.l'm sorry, Master. 


"Do not fuckin’ underestimate me, you snivelling little pup," Sikki growled, stalking his way back to stand in front of Jon, where the pup could 
see him, and dropped down to his haunches. 


Pinching Jon's chin in a vice-like grip, Sikki said, "/ am God in this room now! | can bring you the greatest of pleasures..or destroy you in an 
instant." He snapped his fingers on his other hand and the sound ricocheted off the walls like a gunshot. 


Jon whimpered in surprise, shifting uncomfortably within the shackles. 


"Pleasure," Sikki said, holding out his left hand, "or destruction?" the other hand went up and he shifted them up and down as though weighing 
the decision. "What will you choose, motherfucker?" 


Blue eyes flashed with a minuscule moment of clarity, "Destruction, Master," he mumbled, before the fugue of subspace clouded them over 


again. 

"Say it again!" 

"Destruction, Master," Jon repeated, a little more clearly. 

"Louder!" 

"Destruction!" Louder, yes, but Sikki wanted him to scream it into the void. 
"| said louder , motherfucker," Sikki yelled. 

"DESTRUCTION!" Jon screamed, adding a belated, "Please, Master." 


"Yes!" Sikki crowed, twisting Jon's head to lay a brutally hard kiss in triumph. Releasing his grip on Jon, Sikki turned to the table with the 
cloche-covered tray and took hold of the knob, ready to urweil the contents. 


He paused and casually observed the prone submissive as though he was looking for the choicest cut of steak. "Tell me, bitch," he said, off- 
handedly, "do you like ginger?" 


"Yes, Master," he mumbled, confusion clear in his voice despite the level of his drop into subspace. 


"I've seen you wondering what's under here," he tapped the metal dome with his finger. "Would you like to see?" he asked rhetorically, leniently 
ignoring the fact that he received only a nod in response. "I think you're going to like this dish..l had it made especially for you..a little hot and 
spicy thing that will leave you feeling full.” 


Sikki lifted the cloche with a flourish, the ringing of the metal dome fading into nothingness, unlike his laugh. "Oh! It's perfect," he said, pulling 
the provided latex glove onto his hand with a sharp snap, making Jon startle with the noise. 


On the tray lay a skinned knob of ginger, perfectly fashioned into the shape of an anal plug, complete with flared end for safe retrieval. Sikki 
picked it up and held it up to the light, inspecting it, but still within Jon's line of vision. 


"You know..," he said, strolling over to the bench. Sikki rested his elbow on Jon's back, between the shoulder blades then placed his head in his 
hand, settling a good amount of weight down through his forearm, delighting in the noises that came from beneath him, "the staff here are 
quite the experts in food preparations. | must commend Dominik for his excellent choice." His tone was casual, light, as though they were 


sharing a simple conversation over a meal. 


He held the ginger piece in front of Jon's face, beneath his nose. "Smell it,” Sikki said and felt the pup's lungs inflate beneath him. "Remember 
that scent, bitch, coz the next time you do, its gonna smell like your ass," he cackled evilly. 


"Open up, bitch," he said, grabbing Jon by the hair, forcing his head back so that his mouth opened regardless, "and get that rice and wet 
otherwise it's going in dry." 


It wasn't necessary for the piece to be lubed for insertion, but he wouldn't be the Sadist he was renowned as if he didn't torture his subs to 
the Nth degree. 


Sikki shoved the ginger figger in and out of the blonde's mouth a few times before releasing the handful of hair, letting Jon's head drop 
unceremoniously, leaving him gagging and spitting away the taste of raw ginger. 


Moving down to between Jon's spread legs, Sikki used his free hand to hold the cheeks apart, uncaring about the pain his touch would cause 
the bound man, and sent a generous glob of viscous spittle toward the puckered rosy entrance. Using his thumb, he spread the spit over the 
hole further, before lining the pointed end of the figger to the pucker. 


"Ready to become a ginger snap, bitch?" Sikki said and eased the figger, none too gently, through the tight orifice. 
"Jesus Christ," Jon groaned, flexing his sphincter around the intrusion. 


"You ain't seen nothing yet, bitch-pup." Sikki held it in place until the muscles relaxed somewhat. "Give it a moment,” he added eagerly, pinching 
some of the welts as he waited. 


Jon stiffened suddenly, gasping and reflexively tried to push the ginger free. 
"There we go," Sikki crowed. "I'm guessing the heat has started to take effect. You keep that in there until | say so, you hear me?!" 
"Mmm..." Jon whined pitifully, followed by a hissed, "Yes, Master.” 


Satisfied that his instruction was being followed, the Sadist moved around the bench, releasing the hasps from the buckles and setting Jon 
free. With a sharp slap on the rump of the pup, making the submissive tense up and groan wretchedly, Sikki said, "Get down Time for a 
change of scenery, bitch." 


The submissive pup moved stiffly, as though he didn't trust his limbs to hold him, eventually finding his feet albeit, painfully. Sikki had finally 
been able to coerce the piss-weak Nikki into a few strikes on the feet. He's not ready was all he'd heard from his weaker alter ego but Siki 
persisted time and time again until he was strong enough to shove the babysitter aside. 


Now, it was Sikki's turn to shine. 


"You're pathetic," he sneered, circling the petite blonde. The only things that stopped this creature from being mistaken for a female were the 
shadow of a beard coming through on his face and the baby-sized cock and balls between his legs. 


"Stand up straight," Sikki barked from directly behind Jon. He watched the boy pull himself painfully into his wait position, feet twitching with 
every extra ounce of weight being put on them. Walking around to face him, Sikki smiled evilly when he saw the watery blue eyes blinking with 
pain from the flogging and now, no doubt, from the sting and burn of the ginger figger. 


"You've had it easy until now, bitch-pup,” Sikki said, gripping Jon's chin hard between his fingers. "Your precious Sir warned you that | was not 
for the faint of heart, did he not?" 


"Yes, Master," Jon answered, the words coming out slowly, painfully. 


"This will be your one and only chance to rescind your request," Sikki said in a deep growl. "The next time your only option will be to use your 
safe word or signal. Do you accept these conditions..or are you going to wimp out like the whiny, pussy-bitch that you are?" He'd moved close 
enough to breathe the last of his words close to Jon's ear, nipping the lobe as a punctuation mark. 


Jon's eyes fell closed and his breathing deepened but he answered with, "I accept your conditions without reservations, Master Sikki." 


Sikki smirked, letting the corner of his mouth pull up enough to reveal his canine tooth. He skimmed his tongue over the point of it, relishing 
the sharpness of it, brushing along the flat tops of the ones beside it before withdrawing it back into his mouth. He chuckled, a sound that 


was dark and sinful, sinister and immoral all at once and was delighted to see the novice submissive shiver in response. 


"On your knees, pup," Sikki rumbled before he stepped out and around him, making his way across the room to the doorway to the medical 
room. "Crawl to your Master," he said. "That weakling Sixx might let you walk, but for me, you crawl like the pussy-whipped, bitch-pup that 
you are. And be very careful that you do not lose your accessory! You don't want me to add to your punishments." 


Sikki started to prepare the area with towels, water, disposable cover for the chair, but had also kept a close eye on Jon's progress across 
the room. He was slower than he would have liked but knew that the longer the figger was left in, the more the lining of his rectum would be 
irritated by the juices which in turn would increase all sensations, good and bad, for around thirty minutes or so. 


"Stay on your hands and knees,” Sikki gruffed, once Jon had made it to his side. He'd been contemplating his plan and now needed to gather his 
preferred implements. Taking into account the pup's hard no's, Sikki reached for a doubled strip of black, velvet-lined leather to be tied as a 
blindfold, gag, clamps, candles, a set of surgical knives and.. fuck it, | want ice, foo, he thought to himself. 


"Stay," he barked, slapping Jon hard on the ass as he walked past, making sure that the placing of his hand included the ginger piece. He picked 
up the phone near the suite door and pressed the button for the main line. The call was immediately answered. 


"How may help, Master Sixx?" Dominik's voice carried over the line. 
"Master Sikki to you, peon," he growled. 
There was a slight pause. "My humble apologies, Master Sikki. | was not expect-." 


"Shut it! | want a bowl of salted ice at the door within three minutes." He hung up without waiting for a response, lest he receive the 
manager's diatribe about safety for the novice submissive. 


"Circle the chair three times while you're waiting," Sikki instructed as waited for his requested delivery. "Faster! Why must you be so 
fuckin’ slow?!" He watched the snivelling creature increase his pace and was about to say something else when the knock on the door signified 
the arrival of his request. 


Wrenching open the door, Sikki saw the serf scurrying back down the hallway in the direction of the main bar. He looked down and found 
another tray with a cloth-covered metallic bowl. Retrieving it from the floor, Sikki kicked the door closed behind him. 


Closing the distance between the door and the medical chair with long easy strides, Sikki placed the bowl of ice on the stainless steel 
countertop along with the other items he'd collected. With barely a glance, Sikki reached his hand down and grabbed a fistful of Jon's hair. 


"Enough!" he barked as Jon hissed at the pain, angling his head in an effort to ease it. "Keep squirming and I'll skewer you like a suckling pig, 
you hear me?!" He gave the pup another shake. "Get up into the chair. Quickly!" 


"Y-yes..Master." The pup whimpered when Sikki released his grip just as suddenly as he'd taken up the hank of hair. 
Sikki crossed his arms, legs braced to match, and waited for the pup to clamber up into the bespoke designed medical-play chair. It was a 
hybrid of a typical dental chair, an OB/GYN exam bed and an executioner's table providing as many multiple positions and restraint points as 


any Dominant might require. 


Jon had settled somewhat, fidgeting incessantly to find a comfortable spot for his abused skin, with the figger still lodged firmly between his 
cheeks. 


"Sit still for fuck's sake," Sikki huffed. 


Stepping in between the stirrups, Sikki gripped Jon behind his knees and dragged him forward slightly, chuckling slightly at the look of shocked 
panic on his face. Unceremoniously, Sikki dropped a leg into each of the stirrups and affixed the cuffs around the skinny ankles, moving around 
the pup's legs to his arms, repeating the process at his wrists. 


The pup had been watching him, lacklusterly turning his head to follow every move Sikki made. He couldn't be having that, and reached for the 
blindfold. He preferred the element of surprise for the first portion of the performance. 


"Your Sir seemed to love those baby-blues," Sikki sneered, "but they just creep me out. Time to shut them down" He snapped the band of 
material between his two hands, the sound of the leather crack sounded like a gunshot in the soundproofed room, startling the nursling. 


"Huh?" Jon squeaked seconds before the band of black blindfold was placed over his eyes and tied firmly at the side of his head. 


Sikki waited until the pup had settled somewhat; circling, watching, anticipative. He stayed silent for the most part as he busied himself with 
lighting the candle and arranging his other implements, allowing those sounds to take centre stage. 


The apprehensiveress rolled off the tail-wagger making the air reek of nervous sweat and male musk. 


When the pup had stilled finally, Sikki silently approached his head, leaned close but never stayed in one place, and said, "Have you ever danced 
with the devil, whelp?" 


His voice, even to his ears, was whiskey-smooth and darkly inviting. He let loose with a purring type of growl that came from the back of his 
throat, continually moving from side to side, alluding to some mythical beast stalking the damsel in distress on a moonlit night in the middle of 
some forbidden forest. 


"Tonight," Sikki started, "is all about my pleasure..and your pain | will bring you to the edge and keep you there..until | say so." 


Touching Jon on the nipple for the first time was like casting a bolt of electricity through the boy, leaving him bucking and straining at the 
shackles. He pinched the little nub hard, giving it a little shake, forcing a moan from his plaything's lips. Shifting himself into a better position, 
Sikki took its mate between the brutal grip of his fret hand 


"My reputation in this club is that l'm capable of the foulest deed that others won't touch," Sikki continued. He chuckled darkly, and said, "l'm 
poisonous, dangerous and a psychopath." 


"But I'm not evil..." he continued, "just good-looking." The comment, taken from the lyrics of a recent rock song, tickled his fancy and the 
chuckle soon turned into a burst of full psychotic laughter. 


"You have a lot of new tricks to learn tonight. Tricks that would be considered wrong.." flick, "dirty." pinch, “and sinful." 


Sikki allowed himself to play with the turgid peaks for a while longer, taking note that the pup's erection had reached full capacity and showed 
no signs of deflation any time soon. 


"| will release you of those prejudiced thoughts," he said, reaching for the ripple clamps. He wet his fingers and teased the first back into the 
highest of peaks before affixing the rubber-tipped clamp to the nipple, causing Jon to writhe and moan in pain before repeating the process 
on the other. "I will unleash your sensuality and absolve you of your failures." 


Placing his index finger in the hollow of Jon's throat, holding it there lightly and feeling the steady bounce of his pulse beneath the calloused 
pad, the swoop of his Adam's apple as the heavy swallow of anticipation happened. Sikki trailed his calloused finger down the centre of the 
pup's chest, pressing down a little harder at the point of his rib cage, allowing the erratic breathing to infuse his black and twisted soul. 


He moved back between the stirrups next and inspected the welts left by his other self, with harsh fingers, dragging nails over them, 
pressing his thumbs into the worst of them until Sikki's attention was drawn to the ginger. 


He'd probably left it in too long, he thought and gave a little mental shrug. Oh welll 


Having already disposed of the glove, Sikki looked around for something to handle the ginger with, but came up empty. With a resigned and 
annoyed sigh, he whipped the bandana from his head letting his dark locks free, and used one of the corners to grip the end of the figger. 


He agitated it a little before issuing a terse, "Release," and pulled it free with a groan coming from the other end of the table. The pink little 
pucker gaped and twitched now that it was freed from the annoying heat. He tossed the piece of ginger into the trash and the cloth to the 
counter. 

"That should keep you warmed up for a while," he said, giving the clamps a cursory, albeit vicious flick before tugging them upward. 

Then, wrapping his fingers from one hand around the pup's cock, he squeezed the head, as though his fingers were a python with a tasty 
snack, until the lone eye wept. The slippery, salty tear spilled from the slit and over Master Sikki's fingers and the heavy and erratic thub- 
thub of his pulse could be felt against his palm. 


" Argh!" the pup screamed and his head shook back and forth, his hips undulating; agitated and seeking. 


"Let me see." he said, releasing the pup's dick and giving it a sharp flick with his fingers and turning away. 


Pondering his next move, Sikki's gaze took in the array of implements he'd gathered, touching them reverently as he considered each one 
carefully. 


The candle wax was pooling nicely and should be ready to use when required. The ice, nicely salted, should keep for a similar amount of time. 
A mediaeval-looking pinwheel to leave bloody little track marks over his victim's..er, submissive's body. 


He smirked villainously at his subconscious faux pas. 


A variety of anal plugs and vibrators. Feathered tickler, for even the softest of touches can be tortuous at the correct time. A short 
bamboo switch to refresh the whelp's flogging memories if needed. 


Too early for those , he pouted as his fingers caressed his favoured implement, a set of shiny surgical knives. They would be his crowning 
glory. He had studied the art of knife play thoroughly and it had proved fruitful as he'd become one of the most requested Sadists in the 
club, while satisfying his cravings when he wasn't indulging them with drugs. 


He had to be careful, though, and not get caught in the greed and blood-lust. 
Death was no fun.if you kill them, victims stop screaming. 


It was just a shame that he would run out of time to be able to use the larger mechanical equipment. He would so have loved to see this 
little bitch-whelp being fucked by the machine, gradually increasing the dildo size until he was... 


A desperate, needy whimper from beside him, as though the little bitch-pup had been able to read his mind, caught his attention, 


"Silence!" he barked. "Or I'll be forced to use this gag on you." He snatched up the item and rattled it close to Jon's ear. It was an O-ring gag 
that would keep his mouth open and ready to fuck, should Sikki desire it, whilst also leaving the pup drooling copiously, threatening to drown 


him in his own saliva. 


"Your Sir took care of all the mundane," said with considerable distaste, "punishments." He scored his nails over the exposed welts on the back 
of the pup's legs and was pleased to hear nothing more than the heavy breathing of pain management. "It's about time you met my 
psychopathic libido, don't you think?" 


"| can cause you the most excruciating pain," he crooned, selecting the pinwheel, Sikki moved to the other end of the table and placed an open- 
mouthed kiss on the instep of each suspended foot, "and make it last" He licked a wet trail for the pinwheel to follow. "I can drag you down so 
deep," he let the P pop from his mouth, "that you'll think your heart will give out." 


Pressing the points of the wheel into the tender flesh, he was captivated by the little blooming tracks of blood left behind, smearing it with 
his thumb before repeating the exercise elsewhere. "| can empty your mind of everything..and make every wrong feel right" 


The whelp had writhed, gasped and cried, epithets flying at the most tender flesh points touched until his body was crisscrossed with tiny 
droplets of crimson blood. Sikki had growled mentally at the subconscious Nikki reminding him, over and over again, about their submissive's 
hard nos. He tossed the tool onto the countertop absently, too entranced by the sight and heady scent of blood, sweat and pheromores. 


"Fucking magnificent," Sikki breathed, as he smoothed his hands up Jon's legs, from ankle to hip, leaving bloody smears as he went. When he 
reached Jon's groin, he brought one bloody hand to his face and closed his eyes, breathing deeply, leaving the tang of iron on his tongue even 
though he hadn't tasted it. 


"Have you ever taken someore's virginity, little pup?" he said, wrapping the other bloody hand carefully around the rigid cock that pulsed with 
need, "Left them bleeding and raw so that your dick was smeared with their blood?" He sent a thick glob of spittle toward the tender pucker 
hiding behind the full balls. "| have..many a time," he said moments before forcing his thumb inside the tight muscle whilst keeping a firm grip 


on Jon's cock 


"Who took your virginity here, pup?" he asked, circling his thumb in wide circles, both loosening the muscle and reigniting the spiced burn 
from the ginger. "Who stretched out this tight little ass?" he asked. "Did it hurt? Did you..bleed?" Sikki's tone was almost reverential as he 
spoke. 


"Was it Sambora?" he sneered, pressing on, not expecting an answer, but all the while manipulating his thumb in and out of the pup's asshole 
none too gently. "Tenderly making love to you, while the birds sang in the trees outside; all sunshine and light, and sickeningly sweet words of 
love and forevermore?" Sikki retched, "Makes me want to bar fl" 


"Or was it some stranger? Some faceless nobody in the dark? Did you offer yourself up for the taking, waggling your pretty little ass in their 
face..or did they force themselves into here?" He pulled his thumb out and thrust in his first two fingers, and proceeded to fuck him with 
them. 


"Mmmm," Jon whined incoherently, thrashing against the bindings. 


"Did you scream in pain as they forced their way into this sublime tightness?" Without any preamble, Sikki forced a third finger into Jon, 
making him scream. "Did your hole split and bleed? Did you shit a little, like the dirty fuckin’ pup that you are? Did you clutch around his cock 
like you're doing to my fingers?" 


"Oh, god," the pup panted breathlessly. He lifted his head uselessly trying to see beyond the blindfold, dropping his head back to the headrest 
with a thud. 


The blood on his hand had dried somewhat, pulling harshly at the fragile skin of Jon's dick until the drip of precum had become more of a 
constant dribble, seeping beneath his fingers and rehydrating the dried blood, letting his hand slip and slide up and down its length with ease 


again. 

In and out, up and down. Sikki's hands moved faster in all directions; harder, more brutally. "Did they leave their cumload in you and leave 
before you could climax? Did you try and hold it in, you little cumrag? Or did you let it dribble out to stain your clothes as it dried? Did you 
taste it after your mysterious fuck left you in a crumpled heap?" 


"Please..please..," Jon begged. 


Sikki chuckled darkly when he felt the size increase in his palm. "It seems our pup enjoys the thought of a little danger in the dark. To not be 
in control, feeling helpless and small..to be taken advantage of." 


"Enough!" he barked, tired or and impatient with his guessing game and withdrew his hands without warning. "Don't you dare cum, you little 
fuck!" he ordered as Jon's hips bucked into the air seeking more touch. He gave the cock and balls a sharp, resounding slap in response, leaving 
Jon groaning and trying with all his might to close his legs around the abused body part. 


Carefully choosing a large, vibrating anal plug and coating it liberally with a warming lube, he said tersely, "Open up and say ahh!" 
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Sikki lined up the tip of the plug to the irritated hole, red and grasping, and gave a forceful thrust. 

"Argh!" Jon screamed as the thick silicone was pushed past the ring of muscle, seemingly without due concern. 


Sikki turned away to wash the blood, precum and lube from his hands in the medically approved basin provided, using his elbows to activate 


the water. 


"Well," he said, nonchalantly leaning against the counter, drying his hands on some paper towel, "who would have thought that a little rape- 
fantasy chit-chat would get you so hot and bothered." He smirked when the only response was a pitiful groan 


Tossing the paper towel into the trash, Sikki continued with, "Tell me, pup..does your wife know that you get off on the thought of being taken 
without consent? Or Sambora?" 


Jon's head thrashed back and forth, before a hoarse and strangled, "No, Sir," was offered 


Nikki The Nag noticed the difficulty the pup was having speaking and was mentally pestering Sikki to allow the newbie to have a chance to 
hydrate. He tsked audibly and rolled his eyes but retrieved the closest water bottle. 


"Open your mouth, bitch," Sikki groused, and, when Jon's mouth opened hesitantly, he sloshed some of the water between the parched lips, not 


caring that it also went across his face. 


Jon lapped greedily at the water, his tongue coming out to seek out the excess as far as it would go. Sikki allowed another splash of water 
then barked out, "Colour." 


Jon dropped his head back, letting it loll to the side from where he'd heard his Master's voice. His chest bellowed with each breath, but he 
answered, albeit breathlessly, "Green..." and then gulped heavily, "green, Master. 


Sikki grunted in acknowledgement, returning the water bottle to the countertop. 


"You like to keep your dirty little secrets all to yourself?! Where's the fun in that, hmm?" Sikki reached for the covered bowl next and 


selected a piece of ice before stepping closer to Jon's torso. 
"tm wondering what other freaky little tidbits you're hiding from wifey and Loverboy? Hmm?" 
Whilst contemplating his next move, Sikki allowed the ice to drip over his patient in various spots, causing muscles to twitch, in surprise as 


much as from the cold Rivulets of glacial water over Jon's heated skin caused goosebumps to bloom; tiny, turgid peaks that reacted 
involuntarily. 


"Let me see," he said, drawing out the last word as he thought. 


He flicked at the nipple clamps with his free hand and relished the agonising groan that he'd caused. Putting the rubber edged clamps on was 
fun.for him. Taking them off was going to be pure agony for his pup. 


"Are you a one-on-one type? You know..like we are now?" he asked, almost sounding like his normal self, Nikki, not the menacing Master Sikki. 
"Or," his tone shifted back to the low growl, intimidating and disturbing, "would you prefer to be at the mercy of many?" 


With a deft move, Sikki released the closest clamp and placed the cube of ice down over the nipple. 


Jon arched in pain, his scream echoing off the soundproofed walls. The sudden rush of blood back into the nipple would have burned anyway, 


even without being exacerbated by the sting of the ice. 
A smirk oozed slimily over Sikki's lips and a depraved chuckle bubbled up from his throat. "Mmm..| do love the way you scream, pup.” 


Sikki swirled the ice around for a moment before bending and taking it into his mouth, laving the salted water from his pup's skin As he 
teased the little bump with his tongue, he reached across and flicked the other clamp. 


"That was..delicious," he said, releasing the nipple with a small pop and pinching the now freed bud. "Let's see if you can do it again, shall we?" 


Sikki strode around to the other side and repeated the whole process, with similar results, before tossing the melting ice into the basin and 
retrieving the bowl. 


Purposefully selecting appropriate pieces of the solid liquid, Sikki took great care and perverted delight in mapping out the places that reacted 
the best to the burn of the ice before swapping out the bowl for the pale, creamy white candle. 


He had eyed off the deep red candles earlier but Nikki, Nikki, Nikki, said mentally in a high-pitched, girly voice as though he was the middle 
Brady Bunch girl, forced his hand toward the paler ones. 


Soy candles, supplied by the club for their specific use on skin as the wax melted easily, quickly but at a safe temperature, and the darker 
the colour usually meant the hotter the liquid wax would be. 


"Time to level up, pup," he said. "l'm gonna make you scream until you're mute." 
Sikki stood at Jon's side and held his arm at a distance above his belly and trickled the hot wax on the tender flesh of his stomach, allowing 


the pup to acclimate to the sensation. He kept a careful eye on Jon's pain levels. The hot wax on such untouched pale flesh stood out clearly, 


as it dried back into a solid 

"Colour?" he asked, using his free hand to wiggle the vibe, still buzzing away inside the novice. 

"Green, Master." 

"Good. We continue then," and proceeded to drip more wax spots. 

He bent and placed his mouth over one of the hot splashes, swirling his tongue around the droplet and feeling the pup twitch with each pass. 
Sikki armed himself with a piece of ice in his free hand and alternated the two, creating the most abstract of art pieces working his way 
down lower, leaving Jon's belly with spots, dribbles and swirls of wax. 

Pausing for a moment to allow the flame to create more wax, Sikki, who had discarded the ice once it melted to almost nothing, lightly 


skimmed his hand over Jon's body, letting his fingers bump over the raised edges, sometimes digging his fingernails beneath them and ripping 
them from the skin. Not as painful as hair removal wax but still shocking when in a deep state of sensation overload. 


Lifting the candle again with one hand, he used the other to keep the pup's cock out of way. This time keeping it close to the skin, Sikki 
dribbled the hot wax just above where the line of pubes normally would have been, if he'd been left untouched. 


"Argh! " Jon gasped. 
"Be still, cumrag!" Sikki snapped and gave the closest nipple a vicious tweak before returning to his task. 
He worked carefully, the tip of his tongue caught between his teeth in concentration and stood back with a smile once complete. 


MINE. 


He chuckled and moved to a different position, between the stirrups, which rattled as his pup tried to close his legs, anticipating, correctly, 
where Sikki intended to go. 


"No..no, no..ch god, please," Jon mumbled, his head thrashing back and forth. 


Looking up sharply at the plea, Sikki stilled the candle. Stepping out from between the spread legs, he placed the candle back into its holder. He 
snatched the gag from the plethora of items and stepped up to Jon's head 


Sinking his fingers into the blonde hair, making the bound man cry out in surprise and pain. "No is not your safeword, bitch" he yelled. "Colour?!" 


"G-green!" Jon cried. "Please..please don't stop. Please..'m sorry..don't stop. Please, Master." Spittle and snot sprayed over his face and, no 
doubt, would have been joined by tears if he hadn't been blindfolded. 


"Open up,” Sikki growled and tilted Jon's head back, none too gently, forcing the large O ring between his lips and quickly buckled the gag around 
his head. He watched, mildly fascinated, as Jon's tongue explored the apparatus. 


He was tempted to take the blindfold off now to see the emotions that his pup was going through but he would bide his time. 


Sikki unfastened his jeans with a pop of a button and a soft hiss of the zipper, and pushed them down, releasing his engorged cock. He stepped 
out of them, taking the time to retrieve them from the floor, fold them and place them on the end of the counter. 


"| told you, you should've shut your fuckin’ mouth," Sikki said, giving Jon's face a slap. 


He stalked back and forth in an attempt to dispel some pent up energy. He'd rather be sinking his cock into that open mouth..giving the pup a 
thick creamy Sikki-shake to swallow down 


"Rape-fantasy, huh?" he said. The pup had twitched at the sound of his voice, the blonde head swivelling toward him, blind, and now mute. 


"How many? How many hands does it take to hold you down?" He collected the candle again and carefully dropped some melted wax to the 
inside of the spread thighs, starting at the knees and letting it dribble down to the pup's groin 


"Are the hands at your wrists," Sikki had shifted his tone into something lower, more seductive, as he weaved the verbal fantasy world, "just 
one person.or two? Or more than two?" He was pleased to see that Jon pulled at each arm separately, turning his head as though looking for 
the person holding him. 

Good! It meant that he was deep in his sub headspace. 


"Show me how many with your fingers," he said and the pup raised two shaky fingers. 


He dribbled more hot wax along the taut tendons between the splayed legs. "Picture them," he said, concentrating on his waxed artwork. "Do 
you know them?" He looked up when Jon made a uh-huh noise. 


Sikki made a noise of derision, punctuated by an eyeroll, and said, "Let me guess..Sambora" Jon nodded, shifting restlessly. 


Of course it was, Sikki sneered to himself. 


He would have been more surprised to see the man sugar-coated, wrapped in plastic, tied up with a bow and sold on the shelf of a candy 


store. 


"Who is the other darkly-perverted and lucky creature?" He dipped his finger into the hot wax, testing the heat of it, then ran the digit up 
the length of the cock in front of him, taking contorted delight in daubing two eyes and a mouth as well. 


Out of the corner of his eye, he saw Jon's hand move. He paused in his artwork, placing the candle back in its holder, to focus on the 
movement, watching closely for his safety signal but was surprised to see the pup's hand contort and point toward him. 


"Me?!" Sikki asked and Jon made a noise in the affirmative. 


He smirked, reaching for the candle again. Instead of dipping his fingers into the liquid, Sikki poured a generous amount into his cupped palm and 
blew the candle out, sloppily tossing it to the side once confirming that the flame was indeed extinguished. 


He had to work quickly as the wax was already starting to harden in his hand, and smeared it between his hands briefly before dragging them 
down Jon's body, feeling the boy shift and undulate upwards into his touch, leaving swathes of drying wax in their wake. When complete, Siki 
moved to the basin and washed his hands again, ridding himself of the hardened remnants with hot water and soap. He would let all that wax 
harden, to be used in conjunction in the near future, with his knives. 


"Well, well, well. think it's time for a story then," he said, drying his hands as he settled his mind into weaving the ultimate fantasy. 
Moving silently, Sikki circled the chair slowly, touching, petting, teasing, and started to speak, letting his voice drop into a velvety darkness. 


"Ive been watching you, little princess," he said, from behind Jon's head. "From a distance, but I've been there." That was the truth; as soon 


as Doc had taken them on, he'd been curious about the blonde. 
"Watching. Waiting. Biding my time until you would come to me willingly." 


"But | grew bored with waiting,” he said, trailing his fingers down one bound arm, "so | had to take matters into my own hands. With a little 
help from your Prince." Jon grunted and flexed his arms, his head shifting frantically from side to side as though trying to see his assailants. 
"That's right," Sikki crooned, caressing the sweat-soaked cheek. "You didn't think I'd do this all alone, did you?" 


"Your Prince left you conveniently all alone so | could steal you away in the blackest part of the night, like a shadow, so that | could take your 
maidenhood, and to defile you in the most base and depraved ways possible," he said. 


He carefully moved between Jon's legs and adjusted the vibe speed as stealthily as possible. The pup's body arched violently, his buttocks 
clenched together as best they could, his hips heaved and canted into the air, and he emitted a tortured groan. 


"He didn't want a virginal, pathetic creature like yourself," Sikki continued in a supercilious tone. "He wanted you broken in , so to speak" 
Gripping the end of the vibe in his fingers, Sikki pulled against the suctioning force, securing his hold on it before sliding it in and out, letting 
the tip of it hit the now-swollen prostate deep within the pup's ass. 


"So, I'm going to take the utmost pleasure in.let's just call it showing you a good time, shall we?" 


Sikk brought Jon to the edge multiple times, alternating between using the vibrator and holding the blonde's head in the right position to fuck 


his mouth, ordering the creature to use his tongue to bring his Master pleasure. 


He had cursed his weaker ego for not fitting the whelp with a cockring, or better yet, a cage earlier in his training, leaving him having to use 
some of his special techniques to pull the pup from the edge. This included the salted ice to the weeping tip of the thing the pup considered 
his cock, though, impressively, it hadn't made it wither and shrink from the cold as expected, but, if anything, made the pup harder. 


Sikki tsked irritably once the intensity of the licks and swirls seemed to flag, and said, "| grow tired of this storytelling time," and finally 
relented, unbuckling the gag. 


"| trust you've learned your lesson about holding your tongue when | tell you to be silent?" he asked rhetorically as he tossed the gag behind 
him, letting it skitter and clatter across the countertop and into the basin attached. 


"Yes, Master," the creature replied hoarsely. 
"Prove it," he said and immediately thrust his cock into the cavernous mouth. 


Sikki used deep breathing to control himself, letting the exhales come up from his throat in slow, deep purrs as his cock was enclosed by the 
dry and overly-stretched lips. Carding his fingers through the sweat-damp hair, to cup his creature's neck, Sikki felt the back of the throat 


slowly relax and open to him. 


"Oh.mmm..," he breathed when Jon swallowed around the head of his cock, drawing him in deeper. "Now..that's a much better use of your 
mouth, whelp." Sensing himself making that sweet climb to the precipice of orgasm, as the pup pulled him in time and time again, Sikki 
withdrew from the moist heat. 


He moved briskly to the other end of the table and withdrew the vibe, turning it off and relegating it to the area reserved for used 


implements, to be cleaned after they vacated the room. 


Choosing a couple of smooth, still-solid ice cubes, Sikki filled the over-sensitised and stretched hole with them. Jon groaned, a pitiful whine, and 
he shifted restlessly within the confines of his bindings. "Hmm, such a greedy little bitch-whelp," Sikki sneered. "You will have my spill soon, 
and you will take it all.like the hungry little cum-slut that you are." 


He gave the pup's nipples a vicious pinch as a punctuation to his statement. 


"You still have ten strikes left," Master Sikki barked. "Show me if you're truly a pain-whore..or just an ineffectual dishrag looking for a load of 


cum to clean up?" 


Sikki transferred the energy his body was needing to expel through orgasm into solidifying the lessons dealt out to the pup by finishing off 
the remaining punishment count that Nikki had let lapseWalking over to the extensive display of hanging whips and paddles, he selected a 
largish implement called a slapper. This tool was constructed with a separate flap that slapped down on the back of the main paddle and was 
deliberately designed to make more noise than the strength of the impact would warrant. However, with the blindfold still firmly in place, his 
pup wouldn't know that. 


Moving back to stand between the pup's bound legs, Sikki proceeded to reinflame the sting of the welts, alternating the final ten strikes of the 
paddle-like device over the backs of the reddened thighs with dragging his short nails over the worst of the marks. 


By the time he finished the tally and dropped the toy on the floor, he was breathing heavily and gulping in oxygen It hadn't been the exertion 
that was causing his breathlessness; but the sight and sound of the pup's body writhing and contorting in renewed pain. 


But the pup had survived, leaving Sikki with a grudging respect for the creature's willpower and pain threshold. He turned from the chair to 
calm his mind, bracing himself against the edge of the countertop. 


His knives were calling to him; gleaming brightly amongst the plethora of implements under the glow of the downlights. 

"I've been waiting for this moment..are you ready to get a little dangerous tonight," he asked rhetorically, turning his back to the submissive 
who was whimpering softly and writhing within his restraints, rubbing thumb against forefinger and middle finger, anticipating the cold metal 
between them. 


Choosing a fine but short bladed scalpel, Sikki studied it carefully in the overhead light, mesmerised with the glint and flash from the shiny 


new blade. 


Turning back to the prone man, he bent and kissed Jon hard, brutally, on the mouth. Not caring if his teeth broke the skin of the lips beneath 
his, as his tongue plundered the warm depths. Sikki's free hand found Jon's hair and he threaded his fingers through the damp and tangled 
mess, grunting in frustration when they encountered the blindfold. 


Curling his fingers around the edge he ripped the leather strap from around Jon's head and let it drop to the floor. Sikki raised the other 
hand, knife blade held firmly, close to his head before breaking the kiss. 


Sikki drew back slowly, moving the blade hand to where his head was and leaned most of his weight on Jon's chest. He watched the blue eyes 
flutter open, blinking against the harsh light after being in darkness for so long. 


Sikki moved the blade between his fingers, letting the edge glitter in the light. One blink, two blinks, and..the blue orbs widened inexorably once 
they'd focused on the blade properly. The frisson of fear and excitement that jolted though the pup, ran up through Sikki's arm that was 


leaning on his chest. 


"And..there you are," Sikki said, archly, shifting his weight through his elbow and forearm. "I could have left you in the darkness, just let 
you feel what | was about to do..but where's the fun in that, huh?!" He pouted, pursing his lips into an exaggerated moue. 


"Why not let you watch me as | slice and dice you," he said with a little shug, making the pup groan with the movement. With a slow and lazy 
smirk, Sikki skimmed the flat of the blade over the pup's cheek, making him almost hyperventilate. 


Not the face! That's a hard no, asshole. You read the contract. 

The smirk turned into a sneer as his weakling other side made his presence known with the warning. 

Fuck off, this is my time! We had a deal, motherfucker! 

And you promised youd stick to the contract terms and conditions. Otherwise, you'll get us kicked out of the club, Permanently! 
Sikki growled out loud and pushed away suddenly from where he stood. 

FINE! Now fuck off and let me finish my business. 


"Tell me, weakling..." Sikki said after a long pause to give the irritating voice in his head a solid boot out the door. "Is it the risk that turns you 
on so much?" 


He walked, soft-footed, around the body , the flat of the blade, held loosely in his fingers, bumped over the peaks and hollows. He didn't need 


the pup to vocalise his answers; his body's reactions gave the answers, loud and clear. 


"Or is it the fear? The pain?" he asked, ignoring the watchful gaze that followed his progress, or more likely, the knife's progress down his 
body. What he was watching was the pup's kink-ometer; the dick that was bouncing up and down in eagerness. 


Sikki hadn't cared if the blade had accidentally nicked at the skin here and there; he wouldn't have even noticed if it weren't for the hisses of 
breath or the slight twitch of muscle. 


"Or," he added from between Jon's legs as he rested his head on the pup's knee, and held the tip of the blade to the V of the hard cock 
between them. "Is it to piss loverboy Sambora off?" 


It bounced, and the prick pricked itself on the tip of the knife. 


"Fuck ...." Jon groaned, and Sikki cackled at the pinprick of blood that appeared. "No, not..not that one..never that one..Master," he offered 
breathlessly. 


Sikki swiped at the tiny crimson droplet, rubbing his between his thumb and finger, almost tenderly, bringing it up to his nose and inhaling 
deeply, showing his hackles as a feline would scenting out its prey. 


"Who gave you permission to speak, you fuckin’ insubordinate PIECE OF SHIT?!" 


Sikki's voice had risen in his anger, spittle flying from his mouth. He brought the knife down in a swift arc and, with a good amount of 
intervention from Nikki The Nag, missed Jon's body by a mere whisker, leaving the sharpened steel embedded into his own naked thigh. 


He looked down at his leg in mild fascination The handle of the scalpel stuck out at an odd angle from his leg. 


"Now look what you made me do?" he said mildly, deflated, as though he'd punctured a balloon and all the hot air from his anger had left him. 
The blade wasn't long but would still possibly need attention He barely flinched as he pulled it free, letting the blood trickle freely down his leg. 


Sikki dipped his finger into the trickle of blood and looked at it curiously before swiping his finger below one eye then repeated it below the 
other. He cast a look over his shoulder to see the pup's eyes wide with horror and fear. 


"tm not averse to bathing myself in blood, but it wasn't my blood that | had envisioned spilling, creature," he breathed. "So..," he said, falsely 
cheerful, "it's time to rectify that!" 


If Sikki had his way, the creature would look like a slaughtered beast, but the insistent and thoroughly annoying voice in his head had him 
holding back just enough to leave them both merely bleeding and raw. 


He peeled off several layers of wax from the random splodges that he'd created, with the knife, the keen edge of the blade scratching the 
already reddened skin, leaving numerous tiny bloody nicks to well up. Finally, using the sharp tip, he cut through the waxed MINE on the pup's 
lower belly with enough pressure to leave the faint ghost of the word scratched into the skin 


Sikki had also taken great delight in not only replenishing the ice in the pup's ass, plugging him as full as he would go, but also sloshing the 
heavily salted slurry of iced water over the nicks and cuts, leaving the pup writhing and screaming in pain 


"Its not pain if you like the way it burns." Sikki said before he deliberately splashed some onto his leg as well, rubbing the salt into the 
wound to feel the burn, and roared through his gritted teeth at the intense sensation. His nostrils flared like a raging bull, his lips pulled back 
as though death had taken him and his eyes turned icy pale. 


With his bloodlust almost satiated, his sexual appetite was reawakening, demanding to be equally satisfied He was hard and he was ready to 
slake his thirst for the little pain-slut. 


"You have impressed me, pup, with your will. It is unheard of for a novice to last as long as you have..especially under my command, | could 
keep bringing you to the edge over and over again, until you beg for release. Go on then..beg me. Beg me to grant your pleasure." 


"Oh..god, yes," Jon whimpered pitifully. "I need..| need to..please..pl-ease, Master Sikki." 


Sikki ran his hands over the pup's bloodied body, stroking the indefatigable cock as well as his own, smearing their mixed blood over them 
both. 


"Do you want to come, pup?" Sikki asked, rhetorically. "Actually, | know you do. This thing," he said, giving Jon's cock a flick with his fingers, 
"just," flick, "won't," flick, "die!" 


Sikki took the cock into his mouth, the tang of iron on his tongue made him moan in appreciation He dragged one hand up the now bloody 
torso to pinch at the ripples, making the pup's body arche violently beneath his palm as he continued to suck and pull on the throbbing dick in 
his mouth. 


"Ohhh..mmmngh..." Jon groaned. "Ple- oh fuck |" 


The litany of pleas, whimpers and moans had ceased to become nothing more than background noise a long time ago, however, his keen ears 
and Nikki The Nag would never ignore the pup's safe word, even as a whisper. 


Sikkis hand moved further upward to wrap around the neck, delighting in the straining tendons beneath his palm. He tightened his fingers and 
the creature released a ragged sigh before swallowing heavily. The moan vibrated beneath Sikki's palm when he tightened his grip even 
further. 


"Nghhh! " 
Sikki had used his other hand to crush the balls together whilst sliding his middle finger over Jon's taint to circle the previously abused 
pucker mercilessly. Pressing his finger against the aperture, it parted willingly, eagerly, and the melted ice dribbled out as Sikki finger-fucked 


him. 


The novice's bound body shifted and moved, undulating like the deep waves of the ocean, seeking something, anything, to crash against and gain 
the relief it needed. 


Sikki pulled off the still-stiff cock, "How should | take you, whelp?" he panted, saliva and blood mixed with precum stained his chin and cheeks, 
dribbling in brownish rivulets down his neck. 


"From behind like the dog that you are? Or like a little bitch in the missionary position?" he moved from between the spread legs, leaving a 
sharp smack against the contracted balls. Placing his foot on the control pedals, Sikki lowered the head of the chair a little. 


Jon, apparently beyond knowing or caring what was happening to him now, continued to plea for more, for release. "Yes..yes..yesss," he hissed. 
His pup's face had turned red, now that the blood flow had been redirected, his body, slick with sweat, blood and wax, contorted against the 
bindings. 


"Or should | lift you up and thrust up into you as you cling to me and cry out my name?" Sikki straddled the headrest of the chair, gazing 


down into the blue eyes. 
"Anything, Master. Please..don't stop," he cried softly as tears leaked from his eyes. 


"Worship me like the God | am, then," Sikki commanded and angled himself into Jon's mouth, without preamble or a chance for Jon to 
accustom himself to the intrusion 


Sikki breathed deeply as the hot mouth closed around him and the pup's tongue danced over his heated skin He thrust himself in and out 
erratically, holding himself at the back of the sluts throat until he was thrashing with the need for oxygen, spittle flying as he gagged and 
coughed. 

"Ngh," Sikki grunted as the pup's throat opened slightly more around his tip. He could feel his orgasm building, dark and heavy, deep in his gut. 
He bent and took a nipple between his teeth and bit down, the strangled scream vibrating around his cock as his fingers found the waxed, 
upside down, partially removed MINE. 


He spread his hand over the possessive label, encompassing it, only to be surprised by an unexpected thought, "But he's not though, is he, 
motherfucker?" 


The sudden surge of jealousy startled him. Both incarnations of Sixx were more than settled and extremely satisfied with Tommy being his 
Terror Twin, his submissive, his lover and soulmate, so what was with wanting this creature as well? 


Because you can't have hm! Cant you see?! He's given his heart to Sambora. just lke Tommy has ours. 
With a verbalised snarl, Sikki shook off the pushback from his softer side. No! Youre not coming back yet Not until | say so. 
With a sudden burst of extreme displeasure, Sikki had extracted himself from the deliciously warm cavern, leaving Jon gasping and confused. 


Releasing his pup's arms from the bindings but leaving his legs still bound, Sikki issued a curt "Stay," and tilted the chair in the opposite 
direction making the pup's arms fall to his side, useless and numb from inactivity. 


The stirrups held Jon's legs wide and just at the right elevation but Sikki hooked his arm behind Jon's hips and dragged them forward to the 
edge of the seat, giving easy access to his hole now that his weight had been transferred. 


Unable to wait any longer, Sikki grabbed a condom from the selection provided, tore at the foil packet with his sharp teeth and expertly rolled 
the latex sheath down his length. Reaching for the bottle of lube, he squirted a generous amount onto himself and then coated his fingers 
liberally, arbitrarily forcing them into the grasping, greedy hole to spread the gel around. 


Sikki aligned himself to Jon's body with one hand as the other snaked beneath the blonde hair, gripping the nape of his neck. He purred, a deep 
rumble that emanated from the back of his throat when Jon wantonly bit his bottom lip, drawing it between the almost perfect teeth. 


Bringing a shaky hand up, Jon placed it on Sikki's arm that was holding his head. "Please, Master," the blonde murmured, "fuck.me." His words 
were softly spoken, but powerful in their delivery. 


The purr became a carnal growl and Sikki took Jon's mouth brutally as he drove himself into the waiting heat, losing himself almost 
immediately to the elemental and primal acts of animalistic sex. His hips pistoned, gathering momentum with each thrust, as he chased down 


the orgasm that he'd denied himself so far this evening. 


His pup's body was at his disposal and at his mercy. Sikki used his mouth to nip and suckle, and raked his fingers over him, scratching and 


clawing at wax, at flesh, desperate for an anchor as his release loomed before him. 


He leaned forward, licking the shell of the blonde's ear, feeling the return of hot, ragged breaths against his neck. "You have pleased your 
Master, your God," Sikki murmured into Jon's ear. "Touch yourself and come for me, my pet" 


Sikki pulled back to watch the destruction of his pup, denying himself just that fraction longer. 
Jon's shaky hand wrapped around his erection as Sikki continued his relentless assault on his ass. 


Barely taking more than two strokes of his cock, Jon's face contorted suddenly as his release crashed over him. Creamy ropes of cum, thick 
and copious, covered his pup's belly to mingle with every other bodily fluid that had landed on him so far. 


It took all Sikki's will to ride through the tsunami as Jon's ass clamped down around him, allowing him to feel every muscle pulse and contract 
through his trapped cock. 


With one last flurry of restricted thrusts, Sikki closed his eyes, and exhaled as he relinquished his control. Throwing his head back, he 
screamed, howling through his climax, feeling the darkness shift and recede within him. 


Dragging deep draughts of oxygen into his burning lungs, waiting for the twitching to subside, he was vaguely aware of Jon's arms curling 
around his back, holding him. 


Returning the embrace for a moment, he opened his eyes to see a thoroughly exhausted Jon gazing sleepily back at him. 


"You survived, puppy," Nikki said, almost incredulously but full of pride. 
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H's Closing Time 


Author's Notes: 
We've reached the end of Dom In 8, rounding out the Life Is Beautiful trilogy, and in celebration, this chapter is almost double the length of 


the previous chapters. 
Will there be more in the series? Quite possibly (ideas already have taken shape) but not for a while. 


In the meantime, there may be a short break whilst we figure out what's happening next but it will be fluff, fluff and more FLUFF to 


counteract the time spent in the dungeon 


Esayel and | want to thank all the readers for their time and the comments made. We've really enjoyed the journey, yet again, and hope you 


have too. 


Its Closing Time 
Jon POV 


"You're doing great, puppy," Nikki said as he helped Jon walk from the shower to the bed. "Just a few more steps then you can curl up with a 
pillow while | patch you up." 


Jon grunted as he limped slowly beside Nikki, who was supporting him as best he could without furthering the damage already done. 
Mentally, Jon had started to feel more switched on. Physically. Yes, he was exhausted, and his body bitched with every minute movement, but 
he felt as though he'd conquered the tallest mountain in the world and was now standing on the crest, basking in the glory of it all before the 


triumphant descent. 


His recall of the night ebbed and flowed; he could remember, in varying degrees of clarity, up until the visible change from Nikki, his Sir, to 
Master Sikki. 


Having to remember to count had initially taken his mind off the pain of not only the spanking but also the flogging, though even that hadn't 
been enough in the end. 


After that, things got fuzzy, blurred, as though the focus on a camera had been knocked off its setting. 


He was left with a vague recollection of almost falling to a crumpled heap when Nikki brought his legs off the stirrups, asking him if he could 
stand. 


His throat was sore, presumably from yelling and screaming, and he'd caught a fleeting look at himself in the bathroom mirror. The amount 
of destruction wreaked on his body, of which the blood, sweat, cum and wax were just the final layers, had shocked him. 


If he'd been less exhausted and more coherent, he would have liked to have paused to stop and look at himself for longer. Maybe he could 
have counted the actual nicks and cuts, or pressed his fingers into them to see if they would still bleed, but Nikki had ushered him away to 
the shower relatively quickly. 


The feeling of being cleansed of all the muck that covered him, as though he was a small child, and presence of those strong fingers in Jon's 
hair, massaging his scalp, was like heaven on Earth. 


"Just take your time," Nikki said, once they'd reached the bed. He swept back the covers and solicitously guided Jon down to the mattress. 


He hadn't actually contemplated how he was going to get into the bed let alone lie down. Eventually using his hands and knees, Jon made his 
way down gingerly, whimpering softly to himself with every movement. 


"Lie on your side for the moment," Nikki said, pulling a couple of pillows toward him from the top of the bed, "while | check your back." 
"Yes, Sir..oh, fuck," he groaned as his hips and thighs made full contact with the bed. 
"Sleep if you need to, puppy," the brunette said. "| can work whilst you're resting. The worst is over now." 


Jon felt Nikki's strong fingers sifting through his hair for a moment, the one place on his body that hurt the least, even though his scalp still 
stung from the numerous times his hair had been yanked at. 


Feeling his eyes droop, Jon clutched the pillows to him and gave in to the pull of sleep, vaguely aware of Nikki moving away temporarily, the 
bed dipping and moving behind him. 


He wasn't sure if he'd dreamt the tender touches on his back, ass and thighs, but the soothing, cooling sensations were gratefully received 
and lulled him into a deeper sleep. 


When he heard his name, or his pet name, being called, he woke foggily, blinking away the sleep to see Nikki lying on the pillow beside him. 
"There you are, puppy,” Nikki said, softly, smiling at him. "Sleep well?" 

"Mmmph," Jon groaned into the pillow. "Hurts," he added hoarsely and coughed to clear his throat 

"| don't doubt that it does," his Sir replied, shifting up to his elbow, his free hand slipped into Jon's hair again, gently rubbing at the spot 

behind his ear. "I still need to check out the wounds on your front but | wanted to let you sleep as long as possible." He bent forward and 


kissed Jon's mouth tenderly. "I'm so proud of you, puppy. It's unheard of for a novice sub to entice Sikki into play and survive to tell the tale." 


"Thank you, Sir," Jon replied a little more steadily and unfurled himself slowly from around the pillow. He hissed as the movement of the 
fabric pulled away some of the drying blood from the deeper wounds. "Jesus Christ," he breathed as he took his first true look at himself 


He heard Nikki's soft intake of breath and glanced up to see a small frown crease between his eyes as he scanned Jon's body. "Ahh, shit,” 
Nikki said. "Can you lie back? Some of these are a little deeper than | was hoping." He shifted to his knees and reached for the first aid 
supplied on the shelf above the bed. "I knew | shouldn't have let Sikki at you," he growled, almost to himself as he searched the kit for 
necessary salves and bandages. "Such an asshole." 

"No," Jon said, shaking his head and capturing Nikki's wrist in his hand "Don't forget that | was the one who wanted this, Sir." 

"/m damaged," Nikki said tightly. "Damaged people are dangerous. |.." he gave a sharp shake of his head, "Sikki took you to hell tonight" 


"Monsters are real," Jon said with a tone of resignation "They live inside us, and sometimes, they win." Jon brought Nikki's hand to his face 


and kissed the palm. "Master Sikki didn't win tonight." 


"You took a hell of a chance though, puppy," Nikki said as Jon relaxed back down into the pillows. 


"In the end, we only regret the chances we didn't take," Jon offered, grunting with the next breath and contorting out of reach when Nikki 
touched the salve to a particularly deep cut. "God fuckin’ damn it," he groaned. 


"You were saying, puppy?" Master Nikki said, raising an eyebrow at him. 


"You only live once, or so they say.." Jon quoted, sounding a little strangled from controlling his pain, "and | figure if | do it right, once is 


enough." 
"Fuck that!" Nikki spat angrily. "You think | collared you just for tonight?!" 
"Well, l-," he started to reply. 


"Tell me you don't wanna do this again..." his Sir said solemnly, pausing in his ministrations to the wounds to rest his hands on his thighs, "and 
I'll shave my head" 


Jon blinked at Nikki for a moment, letting an amused snuffle bubble out, but his Sir's expression didn't change. He chewed on his lip nervously. 


He couldn't just stop at one night, though, could he? Now that he'd had an actual taste, or more correctly, a full bite of this kink world, Jon 
was not willing to allow himself to turn back to white toast Jon ever again 


Jon reached up and touched the ends of Nikki's hair that fell down over his chest, the silky strands slipped easily through his fingers, and 
said, "Bald wouldn't suit you, Sir." 


Nikki gave a curt nod in acknowledgement. 


"| want to explain, Sir," Jon said, idly playing with the strands of dark hair. "I very much want to do this again. But, | wouldnt feel comfortable 
walking into a club back home and letting just any Dom to top me." He brushed his knuckles against Nikki's pierced nipple and wet his lip with 
his tongue when it hardened at his touch. 


He looked up into his Sir's face and said, "I don't feel the need to search for..," he sighed, searching for the right words, "for that person to 
satisfy this thing in me. | did it right the first time. | found the best 


Nikki was silent after his declaration, and Jon tried not to squirm under the green-eyed gaze. 


Resuming his first aid duties, Nikki then said, "Sweet talker!" His mouth twitched into a grin. "You do know I'm not some girl that you're trying 
to get outta their panties, right?!" 


"| know," Jon replied, matching Nikki's grin. "Besides..you're not wearing panties," he added and ran a finger over the muscled, naked flank, which 
elicited a soft growl from his Sir, before being rewarded with a deep and lingering kiss. 


"I'd love to fuck you again right now," Nikki mumbled against his mouth, "but | don't think your ass is up for it after tonight. The next time 
we meet though, puppy, your ass is mine!" He pushed Jon back down onto the pillows gently and said, "Now let me finish this.” 


Jon complied and relaxed as best as he could as Nikki continued to patch him up using different salves here and there, explaining the different 


ones and their efficacy as he went along. 


"Moke sure you take this one with you," he said, holding a largish tube. "It'll help with the bruising. And don't forget to apply it to the hickies 
on your neck, either." He placed the tube back onto the shelf and shifted from his heels, saying, "I think we're done. You've got about..." he 


glanced at the clock above the door, "four hours to get some sleep before | need to take you to the airport. Which reminds me..." 


Jon watched Nikki move from the bed and walk to the phone and pick up the receiver. He asked for an outside line and rattled off a number 
to whomever answered. Whilst waiting for the connection to be made, Nikki turned back to the bed and said, "I'm chartering you a private jet 
with at least a couch you will be able to lie down on. It's going to be a very uncomfortable flight home otherwise." Hearing someone answer, 


Nikki turned from Jon, with a "Yeah, it's me..." 


It took Jon by surprise. He hadn't even contemplated the difficulty of sitting on his abused and extremely tender ass for the long flight home. 


"lll reimburse you as soon as | get home," Jon offered when Nikki, who had finished making the arrangements, came back to the bed, pulling 
the covers over them both as he laid down. 


"Phht," he snorted. "Don't sweat it. | got them to send the bill to the office as an expense. Let McGhee take care of it." 

"Huh!" Jon huffed in surprise. 

"What?!" Nikki asked. "Don't tell me you've never worked the system?!" 

"Well..yeah, kinda," he said, rather sheepishly. "But never to that kind of coin" 

"Its fun watching Doc turn an apoplectic shade of purple," Nikki chuckled and rolled a little to kill the lamp, sending the room into darkness, 
apart from the faint glow of a small red emergency light, hidden beneath the bed. "I think he's given up tryin’ to not to pay for stuff | buy 


and send through to the office. Like my first year's membership here." 


Jon laughed as he conjured up an image of Doc signing off on an invoice to the BDSM club. "How did you get away with it, though?!" he asked, 
groaning when one of the more open wounds pulled a little too much. 


"He thinks it's a chess club," Nikki replied blandly, which set Jon's chortles off again. 
"Fuck," he groaned into his pillow as his body protested the amusement. 

"Need some painkillers, puppy?" 

"Nah," Jon said, breathing deeply. "I'm okay if | don't move too fast.” 


"Those salves work to heal most wounds quickly but not overnight. So..you know," Nikki's voice was low, hesitant, "you're going to have to 


avoid Sambora..for at least a week." 

"If he even wants to see me," Jon blurted out and instantly regretted it, mentally facepalming himself. He knew he'd told Nikki about him and 
Richie, and how they had been fighting recently, especially towards the end of and after the New Jersey Tour, but he'd avoided explaining the 
worst fight of them all..the one that had sent Richie running away from him. 

"Hold up," his Sir's voice louder, his tone more alert. "Whaddya mean, if he wants to see you? Spill it, puppy!" 

Jon sighed sadly and simply said, "I fucked up, big time, Sir.” 

"Tell me," Nikki growled. 

He sighed again and started to explain what had transpired less than a week ago. 

age 

A Few Days Earlier 


(hm Looking Through You - The Beatles) 


Jon was overjoyed to see Richie's car as he pulled into their regular rehearsal space parking lot. Casting his gaze around, he didn't see any 
other familiar cars belonging to the other boys in his band. He parked his car and retrieved his cases from the back seat, then quickly locked 


up. 


Jon couldn't wait to see his lover before the rest of the band arrived. He needed some of those hot and heavy Sambora kisses today after 
yet another protracted argument with Dot. 


Like a show-pony or the finest diamond in the world, to show off to polite society for consideration of worthiness to be granted permission 


into their world, Dot had quite vociferously insisted that he escort her to some dreary charitable dinner thing the night before. 


He'd been bummed that he couldn't go to Richie's to hang out as they'd planned. To make matters worse, hadn't been able to raise his lover 
on the phone yesterday to explain and apologise for his unexplained absence. 


He'd missed him, dreadfully. Which is why he was delighted to see that they'd have at least a few moments alone. 

Pushing through the front doors of the large industrial space, Jon could hear the muffled noise of other bands in the other rooms that had 
been sectioned out and soundproofed. He greeted the receptionist and signed in with a sudden sense of giddiness at seeing Richie's familiar 
scrawl a few lines ahead of his. 

The closer he got to their allotted space, Jon could hear a jaunty little tune being played. It wasn't until he pushed through the door that he 
heard Richie's voice. His lover had his back to the door, and, having headphones on, hadn't heard Jon enter. He stood silently and closed his 
eyes, listening, letting the music float over him. 

Ím looking through you 

Where did you go? 

| thought | knew you 

What did | know 

You don't look different 

But you have changed 

Ím looking through you 

Youre not the same 

Your lips are moving 


| cannot hear 


The style was familiar; The Beatles. Richie's favourites. But he couldn't place the song and something was becoming itchy between his shoulder 
blades. The lyrics were dark, uncomfortable in their juxtaposition of the spritely melody. 


Your voice is soothing 

But the words aren't clear 
You don't sound different 
Ive learned the game 

Ím looking through you 


Youre not the same 


Why, tell me why 

Did you not treat me right 

Love has a nasty habit 

Of disappearing overnight 

Jon's eyes flew open. Wait! What?! 


He set his guitar cases down, a little too heavily for his liking, causing his lover to spin around in surprise. "Rich," he managed to croak out. He 
cleared his throat and tried again 


"Hey, baby,” he said, rubbing his hands on his thighs. "Is..." He stopped when he saw the distinct coldness in his lover's dark eyes and it was 


underpinned with hurt and disappointment. 

Shit! Goddamn it to fuck! 

Jon shook his head and stepped closer. "Its not okay, is it?" he asked, rhetorically. 

Richie hadn't said a word, only turned away and continued to pick out the melody of the song. 
"tm sorry, baby-," Jon started to say. 


A discordant noise emitted from the guitar as Richie faltered harshly. "Don't!" he forced out through clenched teeth. The brunette stood and 
placed his guitar on the stand and stalked over to the coffee machine. 


Jon scrubbed his hand over his face. "Is this about last night?" he asked. 
Richie still had his back to him, but Jon watched him crumple; his head fell forward and his shoulders drooped. 


"We were supposed to have dinner together, Jonny," he said, his voice thick and goopy with sadness. "| made us dinner. It was supposed to be 
special. | got wine, candles, champagne," he said. He turned and Jon saw the sheen of tears in the dark eyes. "I even dressed up for you." 


Jon frowned. Had he missed something? Some big announcement? Wracking his brain for some kind of clue, he came up wanting. "Why?" 
"Why?! Why ?!" Richie repeated incredulously. "Fuck you, Jon! Nice to know exactly where | stand in this relationship now, asshole." 
"C'mon, Rich," Jon pleaded. "Throw me a bone here..what did | miss?" 


Placing the paper cup on the small table very precisely, he said, "If you don't know or even care to remember, then fuck youl" Richie pushed 
past Jon and strode back to the guitar stand and proceeded to dismantle his equipment. 


"Well, it's not July, so it's not your birthday," Jon shrugged, struggling to grasp what the issue was. "It's not my birthday... Did you have a 
win on the horses? Write our next number one hit? Anniversary?" he added, flippantly. 


Richie paused briefly at the last one and Jon knew he'd hit the nerve. Anniversary..of what, though? 


He stepped closer, inhaling the warm, spicy scent that was purely Richie. It wasn't just shampoo or soap or aftershave..it was just..Richie. And 
he couldn't get enough of it. 


"So..| missed an anniversary?" He had to ask, otherwise he'd still be staring at Richie's back and not up into the warm brown eyes he loved so 
much. "Whatever one it is, we can celebrate it tonight or tomorrow night with the guys." 


"Forget it, Jonny,” Richie said, rounding on him. 


"C'mon, Rich," Jon said, taking the amp lead from Richie's hand and plugging it back into the guitar still slung around his neck "It's time to 
work. We can talk about this later, yeah?" 


"Oh, so now you're gonna pull that bullshit on me?!" Richie burst out. "You, boss. Me, employee?! 
"Well..it's the truth," Jon declared, throwing his hands up in the air." My name, my band." 


He was getting irritated now. "If we want to be..and keep being..the biggest band in the world, we gotta keep our eyes on the prize. So how 
about you put whatever's got your panties in a wad onto the back burner and lets get this rehearsal session going.” 


"Its always you, Jon!" Richie threw back at him." Your name," he poked Jon in the chest." Your band. Your timetable. Your rules." 


"Yeah, that's right, it's my band," he returned angrily. "And you came to me, remember?!" he added as an aside. "But if | hadn't Jet you join 
the band, you'd still be playing New Jersey dive bars. You'd be nothing without me." 


"Maybe, maybe not," Richie shrugged. “But right now you're making it quite clear that I'm worth nothing with you." 

"What d'ya mean?" 

"Don't touch me in public unless we're on stage in case someone gets curious. But don't get too flirty though, Rich, | want all the girls down 
the front to take notice of my ass," Richie taunted. "Don't phone me at home after Ipm, Rich, in case sweet little Dottie gets suspicious, and 


make sure you only use the business line," he added, continuing to poke Jon in the chest. 


"The band is the most important thing in our lives at the moment!" Jon snapped back, shoving Richie away from him. "So excuse me if | have 


to lay down some ground rules to keep all the wheels moving in the right direction. Everything else comes second!" 


Richie huffed out a derisive laugh. "So, it's come down to that, has it?" he said as he almost threw his beloved guitar into its case before 
slamming the lid closed "As | said before, Jonny..fuck you!" 


"Oh, speaking of which..," Jon said, rounding on his lover in a pique of anger, “don't flaunt those air-headed bimbos that you fuck, in my face 
either!" 


"Hal Like you flaunt your wife in mine?!" Richie yelled. "lm outta here. Go ahead and dock my fuckin’ pay for not sticking around," he spat out 
before grabbing his jacket and guitar cases. "Good luck writing any half decent songs without me though, asshole." 


And he left. 

Jon stared after him, impotent with shock, hurt and anger, his mouth pinched tightly closed. A sob had formed in his chest, simmering away, 
ready to bubble forth should he open his mouth. He paced around the room, hoping to wear off some of the anger but it only seemed to 
enrage him further as his mind turned the conversation over in his head. 

What anniversary had Richie-. He stopped in his pacing as surely as if he'd been poleaxed. 


" Our anniversary..." he said out loud. 


The sudden realisation made him feel both sick over what he'd just said to Richie, and livid with himself for giving into Dorothea over some 
stupid motherfuckin’ charity thing that had bored him to tears anyway. 


His hands landed on something solid. He wrapped his fingers around the edge of the table that held the coffee machine, and, with an almighty 
roar of outrage at his own stupidity, upended the table just as David, Alec and Tico walked through the door. 


~~ 


Jon lay quietly in the dark, letting the residual feelings from that night wash over him again. Any residual anger toward Richie had dissipated 
that night, but the vitriol against himself aimed true to his heart once more. 


He'd been hoping the night with Nikki/Sikki would have made the hurt and pain from that argument dissipate, but it was still there. Like the 
ripples from a stone being dropped into a pond, the stone remained long after the disturbance had diminished into nothing. 


He'd cancelled the rest of the rehearsals and spent the time trying to reach Richie so that he could explain But it had been to no avail and 
he'd had to resort to sending messages through assistants and the other guys in the band. 


"Obviously, you made up," Nikki said, and Jon felt the warmth of his breath touch his face. 


Nikki had taken his hand whilst he was recounting the argument, and his thumb rubbing small circles against the back of his hand was 
soothing, comforting. 


Jon scoffed and said, "If you call an angry fuck after | forced my way into his house making up, then.| guess." 
Remembering that night, leaving Dorothea yelling after him, he stormed out of the house and into the car after yet another argument over 
how inattentive Jon was being to her. He drove erratically through the rain-damp streets to Richie's place and pounded on his door until his 


lover had no choice but to open the door. 


Jon said, "I let him vent and push me around a little until | ended up over the back of the sofa with my pants down around my ankles and 
Richie almost dry fucking his anger out" He paused and added, "I got scared..," he swallowed, "coz it turned me on. Like..big time." 


"Why, do you think?" Nikk prodded. 


"Probably because that's not who Richie is, essentially," Jon explained. "We often joke that he was born too late coz he's as make love, not 
war as any bOs or 10s hippy could be. It was... exciting ." 


It still was, as the memory flooded back of Richie holding him down with force and, fuelled by anger, riding him hard and fast until they both 
collapsed to the floor. "It was dirty and wicked..so carnal ..," his voice was harsh, and a little breathless as the blackness, deep in his gut, 
started to swirl again, "that the Catholic in me, lapsed or not, expected the fires of hell to come burn me alive for wanting more." 

"You knew what you needed, puppy," Nikki said, "but didn't know how to ask for it" 

"Yes," Jon said hesitantly. "But | can't see Richie ever approving of, or carrying through with anything like tonight" 


"Hmm," Nikki grunted, noncommittal. "What are you gonna tell wifey?” 


"She can't know!" Jon said, quickly, forcefully. "Any of what happened! Here or with Richie. She's already suspicious. Accusing me of ignoring 
her and avoiding the subject of having kids. She can never know." 


The sudden panic over Dorothea finding out about his other life, whether it be with Richie or his immersion into the kink world this weekend, 
had his heart pounding and his skin becoming clammy with an icy sweat. 


"So you're just gonna push all this back out of sight?" his Sir asked, sarcasm dripped from his words. 
"Well yeah." he sighed, "| mean, what else can | do?" 
"You can tell everyone the truth!" 


"Not gonna happen," Jon growled. That's never gonna happen 


"Why not?!" Nikki exclaimed. The sarcasm had morphed into incredulity. "And Richie, what about him? You gonna keep hiding your relationship 
with him too?" 


"| have no choice," Jon cried out. "It would finish my marriage and probably the band too." 
"Possibly," Nikki conceded. 


"Am | an asshole for wanting to keep the band's success going for as long as possible?" Jon asked, not really expecting an answer. "Do | end up 
breaking one, two or millions of hearts?" 


"Fuck the fans!" Nikki exclaimed. 

"You can fuckin’ talk!" Jon bit back angrily. "You and Tommy haven't come out to everyone!" 

"No, but thats by agreement between the three of us," Nikki said. "At least we've been honest with each other; the people that count the 
most. Its not just the band we have to think of. Heather isn't exactly a stay at home wife, counting down the days ‘til she can spread her 
legs for optimal baby-making time. She has a career!" 

"Mind your fuckin’ manners," Jon growled. "| may not be in love with Dot, but she's still my wife !" 


"And you will mind yours, puppy," Nikki replied, his Dominant tone dark and displeased. 


Jon's head was starting to pound from going round and round. Turning his head into the pillow he screamed in frustration and instantly 
regretted the extra strain it put on his already abused body. 


"tm sorry, Sir," Jon mumbled contritely, receiving a grunt of acknowledgement in return. 

"Listen," Nikki said after a moment's silence, "I'm not gonna tell you what to do. Fuck.my life is completely fuckin’ insane as it stands. If I'm not 
shooting whatever | can find into my veins just to disappear from the world, I'm dissociating into that depraved motherfucker, Sikki. Whichever 
way it stands, it's get fucked up or fuck someone up." 

"Why him?" Jon asked curiously, anxious to take the focus off his issues, albeit for a short time. 

"Coping mechanism for a fucked up childhood," he replied, the hardness in his voice clearly evident. "Sikki allowed me to hide, shut off from 
whatever shit was going down in my childhood. I'm not gonna bore you with details but suffice to say..| wouldn't have made it to eighteen if 


Sikki hadn't been there to deflect the fuckin’ shitty men my mom bought home." Anger and disgust dripped icily from the last few words. 


"So..is Sikki some kind of revenge thing?" Jon asked tightly. Pain was throbbing through him now that the adrenaline had worked through his 
system. 


"Are you okay, puppy?" Nikki asked, ignoring Jon's question. 

Jon grunted. "Headache..and everything is throbbing," he said, trying to keep the whimper out of his voice. 

"How long have you been like this?" 

"Not long," he lied and felt Nikki leave the bed He followed the soft footfalls against the floor until a flood of dim light washed over him from 
behind. Nikki was in the supplies area He was too sore to roll over but heard the rattle of a pill bottle and the mini-fridge being opened. "Are 


you allergic to anything?" There was a liquidy shaking noise. 


"No," Jon replied and winced when his brain pounded against his skull. He knew that he was prone to headaches after prolonged physical 


exertion. 


This time, he was able to see Nikki sit back onto the bed. "Here..have these," he said, shaking out two pills into his hand Jon could see that 
they were a known brand of anti-inflammatory. He then held the drink bottle for Jon, the straw mouthpiece was ready. "You're dehydrated. 
Drink up," Nikki said, softly. 


"Thanks," he said after pulling some deep draughts of the cool, sweet hydration liquid into his mouth gratefully, washing the pills down his 
throat. 


"More." His Sir was standing over him, arms crossed, watching him carefully. 


He didn't feel as though he had a choice, so Jon finished a good portion of the bottle before handing it back and received a nod of approval 
once Nikki had felt the lightness of the container. 


Leaving the dimmed light on, Nikki settled himself close to Jon, half sitting against the bedhead with a mountain of pillows behind him, and 
patted his belly. "C'mere, puppy,” he said. "We don't have much time left before you need to be at the airport” 


Jon shuffled across the small distance gingerly and rested his head on Nikki's chest, hearing the steady beat of his heart and the swoosh- 
swoosh of his breath below his ear. Strong but gentle fingers sifted through his hair, and swirled against his scalp, massaging the pain into a 
dull roar. 


"Sleep, puppy." It was an order this time, not a suggestion. 


Jon closed his eyes, rested his palm just above Nikki's pubic bone and sighed deeply as the smell of warm flesh, with underlying gentle tones 
of sweat and sex that still lingered in his pubic hair, despite having showered thoroughly, reached his nostrils. 


He would have sworn he'd only shut his eyes for a few minutes but he woke to Nikki shaking him and saying, "Time to get up, puppy. | let you 
sleep as long as | could and still get you onto the plane." 


"What time is it?" he croaked, his eyes still closed, flat out refusing to open. He stretched and immediately regretted it, muttering a hoarse, 
" Fuck!" 


He patted the other side of the bed and found it empty and cool to the touch. He peeled his eyes open to see Nikki looming over him, 
showered, judging by the damp hair, and dressed in the same clothes as last night. 


"Almost seven," Nikki said, as he flung the covers off with a flourish. "I've taken the liberty of ordering breakfast from the kitchen We can 
eat in here for privacy before | take you to the airport. All you need to do is go take a hot shower to loosen up those muscles. I'll apply 


more salve before you dress, though.” 


Moving stiffly to the edge of the bed, more from overworked muscles than anything, Nikki steadied him as he stood. The pain in the soles of 
his feet had disappeared but his ass and legs were definitely tender. 


"Present, puppy," Nikki instructed and Jon moved stiffly into position 

Nikki cast a critical eye over him and nodded. "Some of those wounds," he touched multiple points on Jon's chest, "will heal quickly and will be 
barely visible once your chest hair grows through again. The salves will help, so make sure you use them. The bruising will take a bit longer, 
though." Nikki skimmed his hand over Jon's ass and thighs, causing a shiver of delight to skitter up and down his spine. "Good..go take a 
shower. Do you need assistance? | can ring for one of the serfs to-." 

"Nol" Jon exclaimed. "I'l be fine..thank you, Sir.” 


Nikki's only reply was raising his eyebrow at him then indicating with his hand for Jon to continue. 


Jon valiantly tried his best not to wince or hobble as he walked to the bathroom, knowing full well that Nikki was watching him. 


He stood at the toilet first and was grateful that his dick hadn't resurrected itself into its usual morning excitement, allowing him to piss 
easily without having to fight against his morning wood. He wrinkled his nose as the fetid vapours rose from the bowl; proof that he had been 
badly dehydrated which had resulted in the mother of all headaches. 


After flushing the toilet, he set the shower temperature as hot as he could stand it and stepped under the blissfully hard spray, the sharp 


hot needles of water did wonders for relieving some of the deeper aches. 


From the shower, he caught sight of himself in one of the large mirrored walls. He was shocked at the state of his body. If he'd seen himself 
last night, the extent of the damage had definitely not registered. 


His front was crisscrossed with scratches and plasters. Thankfully, there had been no burns from the candle wax, just scratches from Nikki's 
nails as he'd dragged the splodges away from his flesh in the final throes of their..session. 


He had no other word to use for the intimate connection he'd shared with Masters Nikki and Sikki, for they were two separate entities he'd 


come to discover. It certainly wasn't making love, yet it was so much more than just sex. 


He peeled off the bandages, tossing them into the nearby trash, to allow the water to clean the wounds before he poked at the worst of 
them. Most were indeed starting to heal, as Nikki had already ascertained. 


Taking a fortifying breath, Jon angled himself backwards toward the mirror. He was grateful that he was bracing against the wall of the 
shower, otherwise he would have fallen to his knees. 


His ass and thighs were varying shades of purple and red, with a few stray marks above his waist. An unexpected swoop in his belly almost 
took his knees out for a second time as he skimmed his hand lightly over his cheeks. The comparison in skin tones between his unblemished 
hand and his patchwork ass was fascinating and his fingers touched the worst of the welts, feeling the zing of sensation through his abused 


nerve endings. 


"Puppy! Breakfast is here," Nikki yelled from the other room and Jon looked up to see him closing the main door, a large tray had been set 
down on the coffee table in front of the couch. 


Jon nodded, gave him a thumbs up and finished washing himself, patting himself dry rather than the full body scrub he would normally enjoy. 


Even though he'd showered only a few hours earlier, this one had felt infinitely more refreshing. 


The smell of bacon, eggs and coffee beckoned him as soon as he left the bathroom. His stomach growled loudly enough for Nikki to throw him 


an amused look. 

"Think you can find a comfortable spot to eat?" Nikki asked, straightening up from pouring the steaming coffee into two mugs. 
"lll manage," he said. "I'm starved enough to deal with the pain." 

"Pain?!" Nikki queried. "How much? Nevermind, | need to put on a salve anyway. Present, puppy. 

Jon positioned himself and Nikki conducted his inspection, applying the cream here and there, but less than earlier. 


"You'll live," the brunette declared once he'd finished. "Get dressed," he said, indicating the pair of sweatpants and a t-shirt that were folded 


on the seat. 


"Where did these come from?" Jon asked. The pants were black and had a discreet gold 8 embroidered on the hip, the shirt was lightweight, 
black with the same gold 8 on the back, just below the neckline. 


"Dominik has a supply for any novice subs who come unprepared,” Nikki shrugged. "I had them added to my tab for you. If you look inside, 


there's no tags to irritate any skin" 


"Thank you, Sir." 


Jon dressed, grateful that the sweats and shirt were soft and he didn't have to wear his jeans, and lowered himself carefully onto the couch, 
adjusting himself several times until he was relatively comfortable. Nikki handed him a coffee. Jon sighed happily and took an appreciative sniff 
before sipping the hot liquid. 


Nikki, still in Dominant aftercare mode, cut Jon's food for him, replacing the cup with the plate so that he didn't have to move more than 


necessary. 

"Thank you, Sir," Jon murmured, his mouth salivating for the welcomed meal. He lifted the fork and scooped up some scrambled egg. 

The meal passed in relative silence, both enjoying their breakfast after a long night of extended physical activity. When they had finished, and 
final ablutions had been taken care of, Nikki helped Jon into his shoes and made sure he had everything before ushering him out of the door 
for the final time. 

Jon took a last look over his shoulder, committing to memory the place where his life had altered inexorably and forever, before the door 
closed and Nikki ushered him out to the main floor. It was starkly different in the light of day, more like a funky hotel lobby or cafe. There 


were a few couples scattered through the club, enjoying a meal or a final blow job, in one case. 


Nikki dealt with the bill for the weekend, providing feedback to the morning duty manager, before tucking his credit card away again, linking his 
fingers into Jon's and leading him out of the door to his car. 


"Give me your plane ticket, puppy," Nikki said, unlocking the car. 


"What for?" he asked, curiously, still figuring out in his head how he was going to get into the low-slung sports car without aggravating his 
beaten ass any further. "| was going to get it refunded today when | got to the airport” 


"Just hand it over," Nikki said. "You're not going into the main terminal, and you're sure as fuck not gonna be able to stand around while they 
fuck around refunding a coupla hundred bucks. I'll take care of it" 


"Howe" 
"lll give it to Doc to sort out, along with the bill for the private jet," he chuckled. "Let the fucker wonder what his two stars have been up 
to." He popped the trunk open and Jon reached into the side pocket of his carry-all for the paper ticket. "He'll turn an apoplectic shade of 


purple..before his dirty fuckin’ mind will drop into the gutter.” 


Jon laughed at the accuracy of Nikki's description of their mutual manager and handed him his flight ticket before easing himself carefully 
into the passenger seat. 


Nikki pulled the car into the regular traffic, the club and the parking lot becoming smaller and smaller as Jon tracked them in the side mirror. 
There was little chatter while Nikki threaded the car through the mid-morning traffic toward the airport, one hand on the wheel, one 
comfortably tucked between Jon's thighs. 


Jon didn't protest at the intimate touch, in fact, he welcomed it, wanting to draw out the connection for as long as possible so that he knew it 
hadn't been a dream. 


"Have you thought about how you're gonna handle things when you get home?" Nikki asked out of the blue, throwing Jon a glance before 
returning his attention back to the road. 


"There won't be anything to handle," Jon replied "Business as usual," he shrugged. 
Nikki muttered something under his breath that Jon didn't catch. 


"What did you say?" he asked. 


"| said you're a fucking idiot," Nikki exclaimed, a sudden burst of angry noise in the confined space. "Ever heard of the saying that goes, if you 
always do what you've always done, you'll always get what you've always got?!" 


"Yeah," Jon shrugged. "So?" 


"Taking the music business out of the equation," Nikki said, "if you truly want Richie in your life..then you need to start thinking a little harder 
and outside that conveniently safe box you're living in, puppy, about how to make that possible. And that's all I'm gonna say on the matter coz 
| don't want to ruin the weekend by parting on a sour note." 


Nikki POV 


They were getting close to the private airstrip. Nikki was a regular customer, so it had been relatively easy to charter a private jet at such 
short notice for his puppy. He knew that even in first class on a regular flight, Jon would have struggled to find a comfortable position for 
the duration of the five or so hours’ flight home. 


He would see Jon safely onto the plane then head home and make up for the lack of sleep over the past couple of days. Nikki had watched his 
submissive sleep for the all-too-few hours after the session last night but he hadn't been able to switch his own mind off. 


The only thing he wanted to do more than sleep, was to hold Tommy in his arms. He'd missed his baby boy, but he knew his younger lover 
had understood and had made plans with his wife anyway. 


Jon had fallen silent after Nikki's chastisement and he hoped that his puppy was thinking hard about what he'd said. Jon could make it work 
but he needed to be the one to make the choices needed to keep both wife and lover happy. 


About an hour before he'd woken Jon, Nikki had prowled the room wishing he had something to take the edge off his roiling mind, just enough 
to help him sleep. He couldn't settle so he kept himself busy by making sure everything they had used was placed in the appropriate areas 
for cleaning by the serfs on staff. He was packing Jon's outfit from the night before into the carry bag that the sweats and t-shirt had 


arrived in, having been left outside the door as pre-arranged, when he saw Jon's collar that had slipped unnoticed to the floor at some stage. 


Nikki picked it up and rubbed the gold chain between his fingers thoughtfully. Did he send it home with Jon and possibly have it get thrown 


away by an angry wife or lover, or worse, by Jon himself in the heat of any ensuing arguments. 

No, he couldn't take that risk He'd grown quite fond of his puppy and collaring him last night wasn't just a commitment thing for the club; 

Nikki had felt that connection with Jon viscerally. To be honest, it had surprised him just how quickly it had formed. Making a decision, Nikki 
slipped the collar into the inside pocket of his jacket. He would keep it safe until the next time they planned a scene in a dungeon, which he 


was certain would happen, one day. 


Nikki squeezed his arm against the pocket, both as a talisman and to verify that it was still there, and was pleased to feel the small lump 
pressed against his rib cage. 


Turning the car off the road toward the air strip, Nikki drove a little slower, eking out their remaining time together. 


"Nikki?!" Jon said, swivelling in his seat, albeit a little awkwardly, inadvertently dislodging Nikki's hand from between his legs. "I just..! just want 
to thank you. For everything this weekend. l.l don't-." 


"Don't!" Nikki warned and checked around him, looking for potential hazards, before dragging Jon to him for a kiss. It was hard and short, he 
didn't want to cause an accident after all, but he hoped he'd left no doubt in Jon's mind that he felt just as thankful for their time together. 


Jon blew out a breath, smiled at him, that killer smile, the one that dropped every pair of pretty lacy panties within a thousand miles, and 
more than a few pairs of mens underwear if worn, too, no doubt, and nodded. 


"Right on time," he said, as the turn-off to the private terminal appeared up ahead. 


Pulling into the parking lot, Nikki killed the engine and they both sat in silence for a minute, realising that their time together had officially 
come to an end. And for once, Nikki was relieved that Sikki was quiet in his head because he wanted to end this weekend on a pleasant note. 


"l'm glad you came out, Jonny," Nikki said, not using his endearment felt strange now but it signified to both of them that the session was 
over. "This weekend will go down in the books as a good one, a very good one, and I'm glad | was sober for it, for the most part. You kept all 
my demons at bay so..! should be thanking you." 

"Thank you, Master..! mean, Nikki," Jon grinned ruefully. 

"You're welcome," he said, softly. "C'mon, let's get you on that plane home to face the music," Nikki said with a wink, and opened his door. 
Jon followed, slower, but moving better than he had this morning, meeting him at the trunk of the car to retrieve his belongings. 

Nikki placed his hand on Jon's lower back and guided him into the small terminal, to check in and say their final, more public, goodbyes. 


Jon waved as he passed through the doors to the airstrip, and Nikki, thanking the staff, left the building. 


He sat on the front of his car and lit a cigarette, and waited, watching until the small jet taxied off down the runway and took off in the 
allotted time, all the while wondering if, from within the confines of that aircraft, Jon was watching him in return. 


"Until next time, puppy," Nikki said out loud. He looked around and saw a payphone on the side of the building, and, digging out enough coins, he 
made his call. 


"Hey, baby,” Nikki said, with a soft smile on his face. "Wanna meet me at home? I'll be alone." He laughed at Tommy's eager reply and said, 
"See you there soon, baby." 


Nikki hung up the phone, put his sunglasses on, went back to his car and started the engine. 


Finding his favourite mixtape, the one that Tommy had made for him, Nikki loaded it up and turned the volume up. With a spin of his tyres, 
he pulled back out onto the streets and headed for home. 


~~ *THE END¥~~ 


